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PROLOGUE 


\ \ JT Hat think ye meant wiſe Providence, when firſt 
Pocts were made? I'd tell you, if I durſt, 


T hat 'twas in Contradiftion to Heaven's Word, 
That when its Spirit ore the Waters ftir'd, 

IWhen it ſaw All, and ſaid That All tras good, 
The Creature Poct was not underſtood. 

For, were it worth the Pains of ſix long Days, 

To mould Retailers of dull Third-Day-Plays;, 

That flarve out threeſcore Nears in hopes of Bays. 

Tis plain they ne're were of the firſt Creation, 

But came by meer Equivu'cal Generation. 

Like Rats in Ships, without Coition bred; » 4 
As hated too as they ate, and unfed. | 
Nature their Species ſure muſt needs diſown, 
Scarce knowing Poets, leſs by Pocts hnown. | 
Fet this poor 7 hing, ſo ſcorn'd, and ſet at nought; 
Te ail pretend to, and would fain be thought. 
Diſabl'd waſting Whore-Maſtcrs are not 

Prouder to own the Brats they never got, 

I han Fumbling, Itching Rhimers of the Town, 

1” adopt ſome ba/e-born Song that's not their own. 
Spite of bis State, My Lord ſometimes deſcends, 
To pleaſe the Importunity of Friends. 

The dullef be thought moſt for Buſineſs fit, 

Twill venture his bought Place, to aim at Wit. 


And 


And though be ſinks with his Imploys of State, ©. * 
Till Common Senſe, forſake hin, be'll Tranſlate. 
The Poct and the Whore alike complains, 


Of —_— Quality, that ſpoils their Gains ; 


The Lords will Write, and Ladies will have Swains. 
Therefare, all you who have Male Iſſue born, 

Under the Starving Sign of Capricorn ; 

Prevent the Malice of their Stars in time, 

An1 warn them early from the Sin of Rhime : 

Tell 'em how Spencer ſiarv'4, how Cowley mourn'd, 
How Butler's Faith and Service was return'd; 

And if ſuch Warning they refuſe to take, 

This laſt Experiment, 0 Parents, make ! 

With Hands behind them ſee the Offender ty d, 

The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by his ſide. 

Then lead him to ſome Sta! that does expoſe 

The Authors he loves moſt, there rub his Noſe ; 

Till like a Spaniel laſs'd, to know Command, 

He by the due Correflion underſtand, 
To keep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land. 

Till be againſt bis Nature learn to firtve, 

And get rhe Knack of Dullneſs how 10 thrive. 
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But 


*FPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. COOK. 


Ur Hero's happy in the Plays Concluſton, 
The holy Rogue at laſt has met Confuſion : 
Though Arius all along appear d a Saint, 
The laſt Af ſhew'd bim a- true Proteſtant. 
Euſebius, (for you know I read Greek Authors) 
Reports, that after all theſe Plots and Slaughters, : 
The Court of Conſtantine was full of Glory, 
And every Trimmer turn'd Addreſſing Tory ; 
{ hey follow'd bimi in Herds as they were m 
When Clauſe was King, then all the World was glad. 
Whiggs kept the Places they poſſeſt before, 
moſt were in a way of getting more ; 

Which was as much as ſaying, Gentlemen, 
Here's Power and Money to be Rogues _ 


- Indeed there were a ſort of peaking Tools, 


Some call them Modeſt, but Þ call 'em Fools, 
Men much more Loyal, tho not half ſo loud , 4 
But theſe poor Devils were caſt behind the Croud. 
For bold Knaves thrive without one Grain of Senſe, 
Hood Men flarve for want of Impudence. 

es all theſe, there were a ſort of Wights, 
(1 think, my Author calls them Teckclitcs ; ) 
Such hearty Rogues againſt the King and Laws, 


ml ) 


They favour d even a Foreign Rebel's Cauſe. 


When: 


When their own damn'd Deſign wat -quaſod and, wFd, 
At leaft they gave it their for Worf broad. * 

As many a Man, who, for a quiet Life, 

Breeds out his Baſtard, nat to noſe his Wife. 

Thus 0're their Darling Plot theſe Trimmers cry ; 
And Fra. x they cannot keep it in their Eye, 


They bind it Prentice to Count Teckely. _ 
They believe not the laſt Plot, may I be curſt, 


Tf I believe they ere believd the firſt.” 


No wonder their own'Plot, no Plot they think ; 

The Man that makes it, never ſmells the Stink. 

And, now it comes into my Head, I'll tell 

Why theſe damn'd Trimmers lov'd the Turks. ſo well. 
The Original Txiramer, though a Friend. to no Man, 
Tet in his Heart ador d a pretty Woman : 

He knew that Mahomet /aid up for ever, 
Kind Black-ey'd Rogues, for every true Believer : 
And, which was more than mortal Man &'re ſte 
One Pleaſure that for threeſcore Twelve-months 
to turn for this, may ſurely be forgiven: 

IWho'd not be circumcis'd for ſuch a Heau'n! 
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Conftanine _ in 4 Pavilion, Silveſter funding Ss 
ion deſcend with Banners in their bonds. 


, This Motto, Is boo figns vince; Writ in Gold. 


» Sing. 
i. Ang. Wake : O Confantine.! awake ; 
Or in thy fleep the ProſpeT take ! 
; Here in this hallow'd ſtreaming Gold, 
The Proſpedt of thy Lite behold: 
This Emblem of a bleeding Love, 
Shall both thy Croſs and Triumph prove. 
For, alaſs ! %tis decreed by the yenly Doom, 
To purge t io Crimes, there's > tage men to Conte: 
2. Ang. Yet, after the Stor _— me, 
No more diſturb'd thy thoughts 
But all Serene asa breathleſs Sea. C 
Chor.” And ſtill thy Handmaid och 
Where er'e thou go' (halt wait on, thee ; 6 & 
And all ſhall end in Harmony. '"b 
3- Ang. ſpeaks. Awake, and ponder the Cys | 


Thy vow'd Converkon is delay'd too lo / 
, F 4 Awake 


pl CONSTANTINE 


Awake ; remember the Celeſtial Doom, 

That threatned Torments,and a Croſs to come. 

"Yet after all the Menaces of Fate, : 
Be waſh'd : "And Calms ſhall on thoſe Tempeſts wait, 
For true Repentance never comes too late, 


Con. Su I yh ty the Bat Ne, 


|| That bows your Airy Heads; I charge you ſtay : 

| I | They're gone : Thoſe Beauteous Legates of the Skies ; 
1 And left me puzling here to die in Joubr, 

IN! Unleſs Silveſter gunde me with a Clew, 


| Through the dark of this fo 
{| | Silo; iTopurge your Crimes, 
[| Ay, th@e the Torment tho repeated thrice. & f 
Conft.'Bur ſay, what Torment ? | 

I'll Sibv. A dangerous Torment, govern'd by ill Stars : 
| Ih Which were I Emperour ſhould be ſoon prevented. 

ll Conft. By Heaven it ſhall by me. 
It! Silv. You mult not Swear, 

lf! Leſt you ſhou'd be forſworn. 
|| | 'Conft. If Heaven require 

lf My Lic as-an Atonement: for my Sins : 
Lead tothe Altar, Saint, and I will bleed. 

Bs I dare believe you o"_ : But this is more. 

Conſf. Maze then; my Lite : - Why, then/cis Reputarion, 
Bur I have —_ in Chriſtian Schools he 
My Honour down. And own my ſelf a 
To waſh the Pilgrims Feer, to bid the Saints 
Tread on this Earth : This trafh; ' this heap of Sin. 

Sily. Burt there's a Boſam Foe to Conquer yet, 

And there's my fear. _ | Rt IV Che 

Conf. Your fear, my Saint, after what I' have ſaid ?' 

Sitv. My fear,my Emperour, though youhad ſworn; 

Couft. Had 1 a Race of Sons like Cri/pus dear, 

Hope of my vows, my Souldier and my Love 

| Early Renown'd, and.Prous from the Womb : 
THI'HL Yet were my Bowels Foes ta thar-Religion, 

| Whoſe Infant growth I water'd with-wy- Blood, 
I Swear by Heay*n, they/ſhou!d be mine no more. 

Siby. Your Son's the Angels care, and-when he dies, 
The foremoſt of the Quice ſhall meer him-with a Crown» 
But have you nota Wife? . 
[1 Conft. You know L:.had by 
| Adcac one, and by -nigck my bee r parte . 


. 


*, 


Ange: aſcend. 


lding Dream/ 
a Tom to. come. 
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When ſhe dy” vol 99:1 ants. za © (7 pal oY 
Al Benny wich « ay now 4 1 wy UE 014.3 | Hoofto »/ aw 1 
Sibv, This Beauty lives : £1.) Us O15 1 90. 6: 1 Wadt And he 
Can you deny « Truth ? FH 103.2 to 28 
Conſt. Silvefter, why ? |: S 
Why doſt thou preſs me thus, to my Confuſion ? | | 
Sho. Becauſe this Beauty, Sir, may bring 'Confulion. ; "4 | 
Conf... Large asan An g, be your own, / ! (hw fn . | 
And at ane” View, receive whole;Nature in, | 21 


Yer if you tax my Choice, with leaſt diſhonour, + LEST RITU i 
I muſt declare you wrong her. 

Siby. Then you are a: he names Ab Davghtet' > 4 
A Heathen born ? 11:20.) 5165 h, 14,00, ' 

Conſt, Burt bred a _ Cherubin,” « | rmx wo aboow! 
And equal Virtues, with the bleſt ” rx. 

Sibv. Dares Conſtantine, he Chilton 8 Renownd, 


Say this to me ? of <om \} ww 
Conſt. Dares any Saint deny's ? 7500S — q bwat ot, 
Sibv. That Fauſta is not Guilry ! p nn. my ' 'o , 


Conſt. Ha ! of what ? 
Si Of all he gh hl ane your Life 


Of al 
Hold, hold leſt I fallourwith Heaven. OS OR 
Sikv. Of all the Blots, that ſhall i after vimes" FIN = 
Stain your white CharaQter, and blaſt yvarKame : e722) 20 67 12002 
While weeping Readers ſhall lament your Story. yamtal 45; 
Therefore away with her. i aps 
Conſt. Firſt, let me dic. - + | it 
Penuriows Heaven ; and Oh! thou Niggard Sai, 
Did 1 not Offer you my Darling Sort, WY 
Withall my Race, as Victims to your tt 
It they were Guilty in a point of Faith, -- 
To waſh their Hereſics with Royal Blood ? 
And do you me one, but one Pietfore, 
For all {og myUnwearied Wai Pic x 
Then rake my Life, take Daging ar (ew Gant 
Take all I offer'd this Ungrateful P 
Whoin requital, will allow mencthing. 
Sity. Forgive me Heaven ! my GE oa Care) 
For interpoling , way bo ws 1227 a | 
In Chriſtan patience, wet bur [your (young, TY T00TEL 
Chaſtiſe him now : And make the; Tryal-firong/ ©) lk 
Conſt. What haveI ſaid, that] 7 whe. a ww - \ 
ti 2 


% 


Your 


4 CONSTANT W E 
Your Silence argues me undone for evet :-/''- -: | -/ 
Yet think me not, fo loſt in deſperate Love;- 

But while offending I can kneel for Pardon. 

Sibv. What I have offer'd to your Choice, 
Was not Commiſſion'd me to fay from Heaven ; 
Therefore the pardon muſt be mutual. 

All.I have u was nem» reg W!!! 
No more of that; hkdve:'n 17 
Conſt. Oh t you nat - rd ate life: agen 3 
Ap fear not but ſhe ſhall become a, Ghraſtian; ' 

I myſt conteſs, that yet ſheis g Hematite, | 
As ſuch 1 Loy'd Her, in Her Fathers Court, 
Where firſt we Plighted vowaine. ox/trur hands: 
But the dark Contract was fo cloſe Contriv'd, 
I wonder how youreach'd the Truth fo ſoon : + » 
But Heaven reveaPd it , or you cou'd tiot know 1t ;; 
Since I may ſwear, She is not yer enjoy' : 

Silv. By you! 

Conſt. By me? Your anſwer's ſhort and home: 


Who ſhou'd poſleſs her elſe? qe 0s 


Silv, Young and a Heathen ? \mlwad! 
Leftin the Senſual Maximians Court ?. 

Conft. No, Sir ; She's Guarded, -— OE 
= , not yet acquainted with our ContraCt, 


ent in ſhow, for I hag,qtherpurpoſe,. " PNG? 


To make his Judgment of my, #exufw's Paris, 
Whether to be 'preſerv'd, or he Her Father, ' 

To binder InſurreQtions, be deſtroy'd, 

But hark ! What March is this? Perhaps tis he ! 
And theſe his Trumpets, with the Legions Raw d. 


Enter Arius, add Eubolus. 


Both. Long live the Emperour. 

' Conſt. Is Criſps come , 
With thoſe Auxihar Legions we'requir'd ; 
And Money ſentto pay the laſt Arrears y 

Ari. Nothing obey'd : When firſt your Orders came, . 
Which by your Brother were in the F a 
] never = fo — a Revolt, j " 
Ar oncethey Cry'd, our Liberty's betray” | 
Our Courts of Juſtice Rob'd ; Old Ri _—_ ; 
Our Gods muſt down, our Shrines and; 
Andall for a phantaſtick, Old -Wives [Tt ;-/ 


'A Crols they Cry'd, ong.of Silwefters Liens. big) 1 


27 dow tot 11 2d hh 


hs. 


CHGREAT 
Which never yet was ſeen by wakmg Byv; 
But either fe! Yd, or Dreame-of in the' Skies 

Conf. Is this their Anſwey to my fit Commands 


Ani. Crizpus by this retuen'd, 'to-j0in/your Brother - a | 


When ſtraight ſame Devil whiſper'd in their Ears, 
Your Son afeddy had begun the Change, 

The Statue of Apollo was pull'd down, 

To make his Fathers Place : Whereon they'etp'd 
Your Image ſhould be Burnt, and with « breath 

The Cockle, and the Corn, bowl allthat'way. | 

Eub. But were reverſed by a more Powerfil Gale, 
Your Brother and your Son, d hlee Gods, 

And ſtoptthe n in their tull Career, 

Ari. At cloſe of day, in Dat Cebalithey met, 
Andin the Morning gave their Final Anſwer; 
Lycinius, who that Night was a Captive, 
To grace the Triumph of your firſt appearance, 
Was firſt propos'd, to ſhare th* Imperial Power: 
Next they demand a general P 
Of all the Chriſtians, and Silvefters head. 

Conſt. Tell'em their City ſhall be Aſhes firſt, 
Have I for this, with hazard of my Life 
So oft Redeem'd em? from their Tyrants Racks, 
When all their Streets, were but one Hideous Grave ; 
There Wives,an d Daughters Raviſhtin their View ? 


W hen Age was drain'd of its laſt Ebbin 
When Babes were ſnatch'd their Fark breath to give, . 
And dy'd ere knowing what it was to hve. 


Trumpets-—— Enter Dalmatius. 


More Treaſon —— Ariz, or do the Slaves Repent ? 
My Brother here. Stilfro my Arms, and heart, 
Thou Nerve,of all my Wars : How fares my Friend , 
And my beloved? 

Dalm. Criſpw, our care is well. 


« And the late Tempeſt which muſt reach your Ear, 


By Skiltul Pilots, Rockt intoa Calm ; 

Believe me Sir, your preſence pains the Cauſe, 
Therefore upon the Taſtanr march tro Rome ; 
Vanquiſht Licymins waits to Grace your Triumph. 
Bleſs me ! Is't poſlible ? Arizs with you Sur? 

Ariz the Traitor ? 

., Have you found him fo ? "2D 941k 
Daim. The Subcleſt Snake, the ſofteſt Civil Villain 


6 CONSFANTINE _ 
' Thatever warm'd himſelf in Princes———Boſom ; T 
: Diſcaſes, Blaſts, Plagues, Death and Hell are,in him : 
+ Whate're his outſide feems : This ſhameleſs Traitor, _ 
\ Was the foul Spring of. all theſe poiſon'd Waters, 1 ve +4 
Thar late bad like to overflow the Empire; 
yoo — Fired the m_ ; 
Thi on m appear'd an : 
Deo andy: Mutiny was quel'd ; oo 
he had Sworn to Juſtibe your Cauſe, 
He warn'd the Slaves , F have his hand'to ſhow, 
Next day to make thoſe Impudent demands. 
Ari. Plot on my Innocence ; as I am a Chriſtian, 
If erel ſet my hand to ſuch a Treaſon , j 
May theſe rot off, which thus I bold to Heaven : 
As I am of Prieſtly Order. pO 
Daim. A Devil Ordain'd—— 
Sir, if I do notprove him. 
Conft. I believe you, 
I know him Heretick, a Seditious Traitor, | 
But yet have Reaſons to defer his Ruin, + ® | (1 
ore no more at preſent, ' Arias hence; '' | | | 
And let me hear no Jurther of theſe Miſchiets. | 
I have pardon'd you ; be gone, you Ewbulas, and tell the Rebels, 
I come Embattel'd now for my Revenge ; 
My Standard, and my Banners, bear the Croſs 
Tell*em Lycinius, whom once before 
I took to Grace, and Marry'd to my Siſter, | 
Their new Petition'd Ceſar ſoon ſhall bleed. 
Sibv. Forgive your Enemies. " 
Conft. But not my Friends: 
Lycinius was my Friend, and has betray'd me; 
Therefore Ple Execute himin their View. ; — 
_ Away and warn bim, for the Doom that's given. Ex. Arias, Eubalus, 
Tis not by halfs, that we will worſhip Heaven : 
6; : my Dalmatins, | have made a vow, 
A The Romans, or their Emperour ſhall bow. - 


They're Subjedts,and *tis fit : Nay, bow they ſhall : -q =" 


Or Ceſar in th' attempt, their Victim fall ; (4 | | 
Bow tothe Man, whom Heaven Ordain'd for Sway, | 
And in his great Vicegerent learn their Maker to Obey——— Excum. 


A— 


Scene II. ROME. Conſtantines Palace. 
Enter Lycinius, Labienas. 


Labi. The miſchief*s Ripe, and ready for our wiſh: 
Confuſion to the Houſe: of Confflantine, 
And Fortune points their Fate. For. mark the Method - 
The Father ſends the Son to ſee the Prifoner ; 
The Son, not knowing of his Fathers Contract, 
Appears a God to Fauſts's Charming Eyes, 
And 'd her: 

Lycin. came you by the Secret ? 

Lab. Arixs told me- 5 he who Betrothed the Father Weds the Son, . 
And itands tor ever bound. to ſerve Lycimize . 

Lycin. Hes Voted Heretick among the Chtiftians. 

. No matter what they Vote him, Sir; He's yours, 


| And Foe too all Religion, but his Friends. 


Lycm. By Mars , he falls the Righter to my purpoſe. 
I was my felf |bred up in Bleod and Wars, 
Untaughc, and Scoft at by theſe Civil Cowards, : 
W heretore 1 hate Religion ,, Arts, and Learning ; © X 
And it | ever. Mount the Ce/ars Throne, 
Ple Kaife another General Perſecution , 
Like Nevo; But theſe Chriſtian Dogs to Death ; 
And Build the Temples ot the Old Godsagain. 
Labie. And be a God your Self : Inthe mean time, 
Let your Wives tcars prevail upon yorr- Temper. 
Supple your ttaughty Spirit, - bow your Body , 
Low as the Earth, before the Emperours Feet. 
Lycin. | had rather dye : It he thinks ft roſaveme, 
Tis well ; if not ; why let him take my Head. 
Labie. Yer forthe ſake of thoſe, whom you mult Govern, :, 
Rebate this Maftial Fire, and hear your Wite : 


Hear whatreturn our long'd'for {Arins brings. 


| Enter Crifpus, with: Annibal. 
But ſoft! the Bridegroom, Criſps and his Friend-: 
Conſtantia with rmpatience waits your _ : 
Conſtantia , whohas Power toſave your Head ; 
Though Ceſar with an Oark had Doom'd'you Dead. 
Ex, Lycinius, Labienus.. . 
Criſaus. 


"'W  CONSTANTINE 


Criſpas. "How Annibal : Whart'! out of temper now ? 


* When Crownsare offer'd, andthe Ceſers Purple ? 


What, though not born in the immediate way ? 
Yet thoy art Collaterally Great as L. 
And if & ever "Heir this Spacious Empare, | 
By Heaven, thou ſhalt not ſhare, but guide, engroſs 
My hearts beſt Love, and allthe World beſte.” 
Anni. Your Heart ? Ay there you Ecchod my delires, 
Enrich me there, and trowle. your empty Globe- 
To thoſe Crown'd Slaves, that know ao. other Greatneſs ; 
But tell me , O my Crifpus ! All Meas Joy ; - 
Tell me, and truly from thy Generous Soul, - T 
Haſt thou a Friend, whom morethou Lav'ſt rheg me 2- 
Criſp. Not more belov'd, more. Fonded then my felf, 
But More——— ' 
Anni. Nay add not, tothat broken Truth, 
There's more in that, no more, then thou hag'ſt Sworn, 
Criſp. Wilt thou not hear me gut ? 
Anni. There needs no. more; + | by 
Thou art no Friegd, that Lov'ft another more : 


Nay half ſo much : But now find that all Y 


The former Flatteries of thy Glozing Friendſhip, 
Were Courtiers promiſes, and Womens Vows, 
But let me know his Name; 
Criſp. Thy Father Annibal my Gadlike Friend, 
Dalmatins, who before thou could*lt Write Man, 
Hugg'd Criſpzs to his Heart : Like Lambs in Peact 
Together we lay down, together roſe, 
In War like Lyons, Coupled on a lide ; 
Ere yet thy Intant Arms, a Sward could Wield, 
And drove like Herds , the Nations from the Field. 
Anni. Why then we're Friends agen, moze faft thenever, 
Yet ſince we have happen'd into this diſorder, 
Tomake a Tryal ot renew'd affection, 
Fleputthee tothe Teſt. 
Criſp. Name the Danger, 
Though Kinto Death, my Arm, Youag-man, ſhall Right thee. 
Anni. "Tis death indeed : Molt certaia Death to me, 
Unleſs thy Softning Charms, have power to ſave me. 


+ Criſp. Speak this cloſe grief ; That wrings thee. with the Anguiſh , 


IfI am not Eloquent in ſuch-a Cauſe, | 
Cut out my Tons 

Amnnib. My lite ;3 in the hagds EEE 
Of one that hates me; or what wounds me marg,, / 
Ot one, my Crs/pws, that can.gever love me. 


Criſp. Not 


ip. ove thee ?- O ye Powers ! what heart is that ? 
Ch thou not ſeen the Beauteous Prifaners ? 


Criſp. = 
What, Faufts meanſt thou ? 
Annib. Fauſta and Serena. 
Criſp. as which ot em* ? Which Beauty has Inflam'd thee ? 
» Anmb. Which ſhou'd , but the molt ſoft and Artlefs melter ? 
The Languiſhin 
\ Criſp. The k: Z Beautcous—— Come 
Pp 
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Amnnib. Ha ! Criſpas thou art Concern'd ! 

Criſp. 1 am tohelp thee 
Her Name ? 
| Amnnib. Why takeit then, the Fair Serena. 

Criſp. O She'sthe ſofteſt ſweeteſt, killing Fair 

By Heaven— I am glad——]'m raviſht that *tis She ! | \ 
By this Embrace I promiſe thee ſucceſs, | 
I know her temper wellNo more but leave me, | 
A 0b ca yg weeendtes.— was rg b } 
Going to their A ment ; —— Nay look up—— 
| And Guſt th Friend. / F 
Annib. then for my Life, 
| I beg thee as a God to plead my Cauſe ; 
| Thou canſt not know o'th* {i , how "tis with me: 
| How Great, how Mortal, and how deep the wound. 


May all the Saints, and Powers that pitty Love, 

Inſpire thy Breſt, as if *rwere poſlible 

That Amnibals Soul cou'd aftuate thy body, 

So {igh, weep, languiſh, and for Mercy ſue, 

As were I Criſpus, I my ſelf wou'd do Ex. Annibal. T 
Criſp. The Youth is Haughty, Martial, Hot and Brave ; 

Right for the Field, unhappy parrs for Love : 

Theretore perhaps, the Virgin likes him nor. 

Bur thou haſt luckier Stars : No ſooner ſeen 

But lik'd——Lov'd,Marry'd— Ha! but where's the Tranſport ? 

Without thy Fathers knowledge thou wert Marry's : 

"Tis the Fault of my unbappy youth, 

Yer *tis a Fault but *ris rhe Faule of Love. 

Had he not loy'd ; Criſs had not been here ; 

Away, you Damps, a 

Be gone I ſay— Behold ſhe comes to meet me ; Enter Fauſta. 


Fauſt. A miſtake : my fear out-went my Love. ; 
| C _. Criſp. 
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Criſp. My Conſtantine | Thy fear ——— by Heaven "twas Ominors : 
Whelan = to fear 7 x P 
Fauſt: Bondage and Death. 
Are not thoſe Reaſons for a Virgins fear ? 
. Criſp. Yesfor another, Fauſta, not for thine, 
For Oh ! when he has ſeen and heard like me, 
The Abſtrated Charms of allthis Beaureous World, 
Expect not death, but offers of a Throne. | 
Fauſt. *T's poſſible : Yet by thy ſelf I ſwear, | l 
By deat lov'd thee, my Oy in a Cottage | 
Shall be prefer'd to all the Thrones on Earth.” 
Criſp. And thou, forgive me Heayen ! I had almoſt ſazd 
To Heaven it ſelf : No Fauſta, that's the Jar? ' 
Religion makes this diſcord, in my Soul. wu | 
I find itnow. Hence come my Starts and fears, l 
Even in the height of my expected joys 
But Time, the Saints and Miracles muſt win thee. | 
Fauſt. No Time, no Miracle, no Saint but thou : 
Why, thou art all the Wonders of the Earth;7 - 
My Saint, my hearts Religion, ant! my Heaven ; 
Withthee I am imbarkt to live or Periſh, 
Not only here but in the World hereafter. - | 
Criſp. Oh Extacy ! Oh pattern for thy Sex : = 
Yet ſhalt thau Maſter me by this Sub) Aion 
Give me thy hand. Thy Lip e fiveers are Richer, 
The taſt Enobled. Oh ! my raviſht Love : 
Glows with the pointed Charms. The Heayens are opgn'd 
And I behold thee Crown'd a Saint already. 
But I will hold thee faſt, leſt that. the Angels ſnatch thee : 
Ere we have mingled Souls ——— 
Fauſt. Oh not to Night ! 
Criſp. Ha ! not to night ? Not onthis Lov'd Confeſſion 7 
Not whea thou haſt ſet my Spirits all on fire ? 
Notnow enjoy thee? Thou mak'ſt my fears return, 
Far more Extravagant then they were before. 
Leſt e're we join an Apoplex ſhou'd ſerze me, 
The Palace tall , and thouſand other Chances, 
That awe th' Imaginatign of my Love. 
Oh Come , 
Fauſt. I will, and with theſe _—_ arms 
Hold thee till Morn: And fromthat Morn till Evening :- 
From Evening to Mid-day : From day to Night: 
From Night to Death Pleclap thee thus for ever; | 
Criſp. Let's haſte then, while the beckoning Minute ſmiles. 
Fauſt. Bur | mult ſwear thee firſt: 


wal 


"—_— 


adv. 


2 ; 


Criſp. 
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Criſp. Take Oath on Oath: _ 
I ſwear to obey thee without asking wh 


Fauſt. Swear thou wilt never leave & Wedded Faufts ; 


What ever dreadful Chance,or ſtrange Misfortune, 
Shou'd ſtart to undo me, almoſt tou Crime. 


Criſp. No Crime : But want of Love : Nor that, by Heaven, 


Shall make me hate thee, though it bring me Death. 


Oh thou ſoft Dear ! if ever I forſake thee, 
At my laſt hour, may I deſpair of Mercy, 


And may thoſe Saints, that knew the wrong I did thee, 
When at Heavens Gate, I beg for Entrance, anſwer, 


Remember what thou did'ſt ro Fauſfts ſwear, 
Be gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere ; 
For perjur'd Lovers have no Manlion here. 


End x/t. AA. 
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Ex. Amibo. 
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The Second Act: Scene RO ME. 


— 


——_ —— i 


Enter Arius and Labienus, Eubolus. 


Men of our Make fo poorly hide a Murder, 


That Dogs can Rake it up. Spies, Spies by Hell ! 


The Courſe of former Councils was too flaw, 
I am - rs cvs « Traitor, |Heretick, 
And*Poniards-muſt proclaim my Accuſer-nothing, 
Labie. Were it not better za-canply? |. 
Avius. Impoſhble! | 
The Genius of the proud imperial Brothers 
And mine by Nature Morrally oppos'd. 
Hate ſtrong bn firſt fight, which hate improv'd, 
By the late flaw 1 found intheir Religion: 
They hear too how I tainzod By fant : 
Yet being made the Emperours Confident, 


la the late Contract, all might have been retreiv'd : 


C 3 


" Arias. We have done our Work by halfs; follow'd by the Scent, 
Trac'd to our Hgles Oh I could play the Mad-man ! 


And 
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And I at Helm, had not his bated Brother 
Thus interpos'd to my eternal Ruine——- 
Poiſon and Ponyard 
Eubol. 1s it come to that ? 
Ari. It is: without diſpatch, we are all undone. 
Oh for a Slave ro mould, ſome Malecontent ; 
His blood aduſt, and blackned with the blows 
Of adverſe Fortune : yet of Soul elate, 
And to be fluſh'd for ay or hire 
To any kind of daring ! 
Lab. Why? | 
Ari. 1 would work the Melancholy brave 
To ſtab Dalmatia. 
Eubol. Why not Conſtantine? & 
Ari. Becauſe ten Conſtaniines live at leaſt in him; 
The one's not half ſo open to DeſtruRtion, 
As Yother cloſe : and on the Guard to ſave him ; 
He bas unravelld our cloſe Webb of Thought, 
And from the bottom of our dark Defign 
Drawn Treafon forth, perhaps to hang us all. 
Lab. "Tis juſtly thought ; this Lert muſt be remov'd ; 
And who ſo ht to hew it into picces 
As that ambitious, brawny Fool, Lycinixe ? 
Ari. Thou haſt hit the Man my bufie Brain had loſt. 
The Emperour dooms him dead; by whoſe Advice? 
Tell me; I hear the dull Lycinizs cry, 
Thar ere 1 fall the Viftim of the War, 
I may at once deſtroy his Life and Name. 


== TI —=— 
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Enter Lycinius. Guards: 
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But ſee he comes ! I bring you News. 
Lycin. Ha! of my Death! I read it in- thy Face. 
Ari. The Emperour, as at firſt | tald your Story, Ready Trumpets, 4 


: han ne ict 9s - E 


1 Inclin'd to Mercy : but fierce Dalmatize March «t diſtance. 
| Repeal'd the hint of your half granted Pardon, | 
And forc'd him to your Death. Call Serena. 
Lycin. By Mars Il fight him. 


— 
mw 


Ari. *T'is not in your Power ; 
You're Pris'ner of War. 

Lycin. Yet I may curſe: 
My Tongue is not their Priſoner.;. therefore Pll curſe, | 
Bicrerly curſe Dalmatins : curle *cra all. 
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Ari. Curſe for the loſs of Empire, and of Life? 
Bitterly curſe ! Why Whores will there out-do you. 
3 bluſh to think the great Lycinine | | 
Should e're be brought in ſoch Comparilon ! 
Would it not ſeem more worthy your pa&t Honour 
To ſtrike than fay? Strike, it I may adviſe, [3 
And e're you ſuffer ELITES. | 
Lycin. Kill Dalmatian, 
Conſtantine, Criſpus, Amnmbat, nay all, —— 
Quite root up all the Imperial Stock tr once. 
Ari. 'T bis Da then be yours: the Legacy 
Of an old Propheteſs who dying, told ny Pr, 
He that had Courage to employ i well, | 
And where it ought, ſhould wake hunſelf the Greateſt. —— 
$f Trumpet at dift ance. 
Lycin. It ſhall be well employ'd, and where it ought. 
But hark ! th* Emperour ceines! - ' - (14 # \ 
Ari. Rather Dalmatins, nA ho t9 
Perhaps commiſſion'd for SEES 1108 
Lycin. Why then Pll forth and meet him. | By the Fates, 
If 1 muſt fall, he ſhall not live to-langh : 
And in reniembrance of this ſolemn Oath, 
I kif the ominous Gift thou haſt-bequeath'd me; i. | * 2:11 
I'll rreafure it next my Heart ; where'ir hall reſt, - rail bond 
Till ſheath'd by Vengeance in' Da/matias Breſt. Exit. ' | 
Avi. Or live or dye, thou art commv'd\ for Miſchief ! 
Next I muſt mend the Herefies I've broach's , 
And reconcile my ſelf by ſome- bold Offer,, 
With Conſtantine ; which while I undertake} +. f 
Be it your Care to ſpread the old-poiſonous Doctrine: | 
Sow it in all Habits, Perſons, Forms, and Places; | 
Grow with the Times, and cultivate Sedition.. | 


+; 


Enter Serena. 


My fair Devoteſs ;—— but hence, | as Fhaveorder'd; - ; 
And meet me at the Fryal of Lycinius, Ex. Labie. &: Eubol. 
Seren. The Morning's come, and fain | would bave reſt, 

Who all the Night have wak'd upon my: Pillow, 

And made it wet with Tears :--my falitary Groans 

That pierc'd Heav'ns Vaults; tho Heav*n :was deaf the. while ; 

Deaf to redreſs, bave made myBreſt ſo-fore: + + / 

That I can ſigh no longer. NC] 21 abs 

Criſpus and Faufta ! Oh you happy Lovers ! 

Nat fo with you the gla Minutes pait : | 

For, &'re 'twas day,. I left my tedious Bed, And. 


+ T'o Garden haunts, and claſp kum\gn-the:Bowess, 
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And liſten'd to your Joys, © | 
Ari. Her Sorrows lull ane, 

And I grow good, I know not how, o'th'-{udden. 
Seren. Such ſoft Expreſſions Gow? from the charming Griſpus, 

As did but aggravate my Pailjen-more ; 

Yet hide it, O Serena! though, thou diet, 

Tell ir to none, but to the daiohe Groves, 

The Flocks and Streams, and thoſe unhappy —_ 

Whoſe mercileſs Fires thus fated thy wadoin 
Ari. What! not to Arius! to thy Conte or; 

To him who has a Priviledge from|Heavia? : . 
Sexen. Oh Arius | would I had the: Power, PIR it; 

But you have heard it all ; 

And will, perhaps, -proclaima Virgins Frail. 

But, Sir, 1 ſhail. not longrſurvive my ſhame : 

And fince*tis known,:canfe(s #t:to the World ; 

Confelſs, that Paſſion has dethron'd my Realon, » 

That unbelov'd, I love the beſt of Men. 

And figh unheard, and without Witnefs-enquen, 

And dote to Death, without thaleaſt Return. | 
Ari. 'Tis ſaid, young Amnibal 1s vom. your Servant: 
Seren. O Arins! mark the —_ our: Bo 

That Prince loves me, as Gra = 

And failing in his Suir, egl this 11 

To plead his Cauſe ! Oh batt Abentabis.of -F — 

But all my Pray*rs, alas! .argnowlan van, : a7 Fangets 

Aged wanting Cr:i/pus, I muſt wet my Grave. for. Call. 

Therefore | beg you, Sir, procuretus Picture \ 

To entertain my melancholy Though, ' 

Since him himſelf ] acteforotemn, 

Ari. That, and all .iluch drino@ancameand. 
Seren. I thank you Sir, bythe bleſt-Saints Lao; 
I thank you for hh Favour, from my Heart. 


But hark ! they come: Criſpus and Fauſtecomet 
Oh Heart ! why doſt thou leap againſt my Boſom 


»— 


. Like a cag'd Bird, — 0 m—— 
recdom ? 


For an impethible F 
Ari. Stay tGhlneom. 
Seren. No Arins, no: cannot, dare not" fend fem: 
But ſee, they come, wreath'd an; cach- others Arms, 
And mingling-Kifles. . blazer thentbe Night | ovinks bam 


Been long enowvgh, but you maſtloveby Dope: oe Je 


Do Fauſta, do, be ſtifled with the Joy. 1991 07 
Follow him from thy Chamber ra the. Grove, 
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A "ii Gi/mben Tomi? 
' Fe @REAT.” \ | 
Thence to your golden Beds , While\I* 
Sink ro my Grave, and there ye: 
Avi. Criſpus to court Serena for His 
His PiQture ſhe ſhall have it—— Miſchief: Helis 
_ if it be thy Will thy Slave obeys. 
and Annibal, that late were F 9 OR 
4pm be foes. But huſh, the Loyers come.—— 
This Cloſer hides me to diſcover mare. 


Enter Ciiſyus and Fiults, 


This Cloſet be my School, to learn their L ge 
Faufta. Your Fathers Trumpets call you, Let *em cel, 
You ſhall not go. Oh are there any 
To charm, more powerful _ uw F aufife Cries?" 
Criſp. No, not the Tongues ls! O beſtJ6y 
Of my Soul ! What al call thee?.. 
By v*n, thou art all Heav*n, all Paradiſc: 
Talk not then.of going from thee: for, Pll ſtay till "ge. 
Has ſnow'd a hundred Winters on my Head, | 
Yet give and take Enjoyments thitn, as now:- *'"- 
Fauſt. And ob, for thee, thou deareſt of the World, 
My Soals beſt Life, and my Hearts graſp'd Deſire; 
Oh what Return ! The Mother on her throws, 
After the Rack when hanging o're her Babe, 
With bleeding Joys, wild Looks, and rarging Siviles, Wo. 
Loves not her Darling more than. 1 — 
Thou ſhalt not leave me, Criſpus, 
Criſp. Yes, to meet again ; 
Our Loves approv*d, by bim that gaverme” Rang; 
And then 
Fauſt, What then? He dooms me tg that place; 
Where in his Shrowd the poor Maximen lice, 
Where I ſhall lye as I had never been, 
Nor think of Cr:/p#s more. 
Criſp. Canſt thou fear Death, , 
While [ have Life? 
Fauft, Oh do not truſt thy Farher ! 
Truſt not the Paſſions of a Con 
For in his fatal Look, when laſt he Ie me, 
Something I ſaw, that bid me fly his Preſence: 
Fly to he Verge of Rarth, and leap the bounds, 
Rather than ever meet his Eyes again. 
Criſp. Thy Father's Fate makes thee miſtruſt thy owns. , "" 


” f 


Exit." Serena; 


Eouf, No Criſpus, not Miſtruſt, but certain Danger; WA IM 


as 
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Which like a moulding Promontory hangy, - . 
Burſting above oor donde; and hens Death, 
Unleſs we Houſe betimes, and ſexpathe fall, 
Criſp. What danger? Death? What fall? 
Fauſt. Thy Father. 
Criſp. Ha! 
Fauſt. Thy Father, Criſp. 
Criſp. Knows not we are marry'd, 
But ſhall, and will I hope forgive my paſſion. 
Fauſt. 1 dream't laſt night, thy Father was in love; 
In love with me, my Cri/pzs ; catch'd us clalp'd, 
And with his Dagger, ſtabb'd us in the fold; - 
Criſp. Is poſſible ? 
Fauſt. Moſt true. 
Criſp. And carch't thee with me? _. 
Fauſt. Catch't us in bed; 


Criſp. "There? 4 

Fauſt. Here. Why doſt thou wonder? 
"Twas but a dream. 

Criſp, Yet there is wonder in "rt. - | — 
Becauls , by Heav'n, 1 dreamt the very ſame. 
Is it not ſtrange ? Ky, 


Fauſt. If it ſhould true / 
Criſp. That would be ſtrange indeed. 
Fauſt. Therefore let's fear the worſt: and Arm againſt it ; 
For oh, Why ſhould 1 hide arſecrer from thee ? 
When I beheld him laſt, He languiſhed, 
And wrung my hand at parting. 
Criſp. But what ſaid he ? 
Fauſt. | will not tell you Criſpae, till you anſwer 
What you would do with me, my deareſt Joy, 
If it were true indeed, your Father lev'd me. 
Criſp. Whar, at your parting ? ha: 
Fauſt. Why ip were true, 
Would you forſake me ? 
Criſp. Be my own murderer! 
I know not what, but ſpeak your parting. Oh ! 
Fauſt. Why are you ſo enrag'd? 1 dare not tell you. 
Oriſp. 1f ought thou hid'ſt, by Heav'n thou doſt not love me. 
Fauſt. By Heav'n | 1 hope no other Hcav'n, but thee. 
Whart if he talk: alitcle? Age will talk, 
Andthink of it no more. 
Criſp. What was your talk ? 
Vle know each ſyllable. 
Fasft. Why fo you ſhall: | 


Trumpets ready for a Cal. 
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parton! Bey if he _— of love ? 
| not angry, PN cell you, 
What if to ſave mp life I promis bim?— 
Criſp. Ha! promis'd Faufts? 
—_ al, Iſland upon a Br the Son? 
Bur upon a 
For it *ris true, that ere fo led oak 
. What then? , 
1 And thou haſt is'd ? | 
= . Suppoſe I have Sworn. 
p. Suppoſe then thy diſhonour : 
Suppl me veer behold rhee more; 
; both Soul and Bodies ruin. 
"x oo bur wha my Soul hath Sworn, 
To love his none but the lovely Criſps ; 
O therefore clear thy brow, and take me to thee, 
Be ſtill my love, forgive this little faulr, | 2 
And} je ſhall ne're offend thee more. [| Dun'4 
Wa, O Charmer ! Beauty, What / where wabthenredd:. mr 111 210 
Y lat hou Ro RS T {1 Irv 
ily hows = iy 7 doe ler nagar v4 wan 
And ſhall, I fear, too long. But hark, they call, Trampets, \ 
And I muſt go. " 
” . Bur will youthen rerun? 7 ,/ | bun whit, A, 
p. Quick as thy wiſhes, or my 6wn deſires 3 «164 11 blor:ioremn 
Bur make ap more fuck Tryal. Hark | Trumpets again. ' 
Fauſt. | cannot part with you, tho for « tabment. p04. | 
Criſp. I'N but enquire whether my Pather's come. 
Fauſt. Swear to come back thei Send befor yeuilee hig, | {+ 
T'o give me one look more. : #7, . 
Criſp. What needs an Oath? 
Before I ſpeak with him —— 
+ Fasft. You'l ſpeak with me, 4 
For I have much toſay of mighty moment z 
Swear therefore to return. 
Criſp. Swear on thy Jap 
Thus with my Meart eg] my Vows for,cver. | Ex. Criſpme. 
Fauſt. Heart and the Holicſt Vows deep writ in Blood ; 
Blood and diſhonor : Take theny rake my cauſe ; 
Thou, that baſt made me fin, O mighty love! 
And let thy Mother plead it with her Tears, 6: | | 
a _—_ and wy'erime at once; 2 ho 1 omg | lt 
Ad ſolves acver'ps ſes me more» -- { 1 envy "$A 9" 
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Deter dis it) bw v7 xd DenminaCin, 
Ariue. What then ? 


Fauf. What then ! O Arius, Doſt thou know me? 

And ask whatthen, when he ne're ſees me more ? 

PII tell the then, VI! never ſee the day 

Shades, Night and Death, Deſpair and Dungeo!'s hold me, 
When thoſe dear Eyes ſhall never light me more. | 

Arius. Sinc2 you enjoy'd him, !et the Tides of love 
Be ſwallow'd in the Ocean of Ambition. 

Fauſt. Ambition, Pomp, and greatneſs of the World, 
All empty ſounds to love ! But +0 OAPRE Fe 
"Thou haſt no talt of theſe ſublumer joys 
Bur haſte! look out ; Why comes be-nat again? 

He ſwore, he would; but he has feen tus Father ! 
Who ſtops him, with my firſt _—_ppy Contra. 

Aritt. 1 ſee him yonder. 

Fauft. Bleſlings on thy Tongue ;.9107 + Cy * 
But Ill run forth vomeert him, and a0 loager,. | m1 O &r 
Conceal the Innocent deceit of Love: | 

Arizs. Hold Madam, ſtay, Solnccinn \comes; getire; 

Fanfh. Dalmatins ! Let me fee uy (cll. 

Arius. They come. 

Fauſt. Dalmatiu:| Gods, *tis He, He telb:birm all; 
Th' Em told i it one Nayurmuſbour, + ,- 

I am 6, But gentle Ariangmait,' | | 

And watch, and bring me word, how' Criſes beam. 

Oh that 1 were a Spirit ro 

To mark his paſſions how theyeitend full 

With every Glance of thoſe dear, dreadful Eyes : -. 

Bur ſee they come, and yet | cannot ſtir, © wo 

I grow diſtracted with my hope and fear, , | 

Compell'dto go; yet long to tarry here. Eve. Fawffs. 


Enter Dalmatius Ld Criſpys fo ——_— m1? 


" Pubs. Thave much againſt won, Oropucs KY js baemingo « | 
Therefore with all-rhe ot '2 friend, 
Tell me what is the cauſe, mma dh 
So free as formerly. eel 1e!v 
Criſp You know I am. hp M yd: 1-4 bai 

. PII preſs you Sir, no more; on cntaiand.. Mild ot 

There ſtands T Vitliin, whom [ haveſeon you whilgers ©. . _—_ | 
Criſp. rl tell you all. 


— 
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Dalm. You dare not: oat ack» a ho 1a 
You bluſh roown, a Crime of ſuch a ', Il. ot 9x | qo12Z 
As will admit no Pardon.” Thowhiſt {m'd '% 2002 »H Jing), 
grin the —_- Divinity of friendſhip ; 9 oTD 

ich my Soul takes to death. | 

Criſp. Can it be | 
Ever too late to gain a Pardon here? +- 

Dalm. 1 cangot tell; Yet I ean tell thee thi, 
There was a time, not" "man Ar hva 
Since I preferr'd thy fri orld ; 
When I cou'd ſay ; " Why yorkly kn the Man, 
Whom my Soul worſhips more then: Conffantine, 
And Loves beyond my Son. By Heav*n thy fault 
Is ominous, and grinds my temper 

on That Son you nam*d unhappily * in Love. 

Then He's a Fool. With whom? 

Criſp. Maximians Daughter ; | 
The younger Beauty. 

Dalm. Ha ! And you Lovethe Elder: 


- fur t ſome ſuch maſterly deſign ; 
makes you ſhun the Camp, to lurk beneath 


The Eeves of Palaces, and droop m Corners. 
But Sir your Pardon. I almoſt forgot 
your ſwifteſt ſpeed, to wait your Father 
"ok. I will but rake my leave.” b +d 
. I fear there is Roe? 220" 
Too cm, already taken ; but no-more ——— 
If you have ought to ſay, PI1 vidit for you.—— 
Criſp Be all as you would have it! Oh — mr 
Nay, I will force my Entrance'to 
By opening all my own; and a Ex: Crifpun. 
Dalm. } blame my friend iglarag in the Dark, p +100 ! liz ol 
Yet hide my elf, when 1 ſeem moft ſirange Trot C 
Am tondeſt of his Love. So Sir, What now? , . 


Enter Anniball. | pk 


Amnnib. The tair Conſtantia witcondemn'd Iybiivins, 
Dreſt in the ſaddeſt Glaſs of dymyg ſorrow, 
Was coming to entreat you for his Pardon; 

But ſoon as ſhe had heard from weeping Arins, 
Her Husbands doom, ſhe in our Arms Expir'd. aki 
Dalm. 1 mourn her Fare; Bir for Eyrenins, © / vo, 

I urg'd at firſt, and ſtill reſolve, his Death ; 


ls ne<cldary to the Emperors life 
| D 2 - Nor 
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Nor ſhould a few weak drops by Women ſhed, 
Stop a Decree ſo Abſolute and Royal, | | 
unib. He comes attended with'a maurnful 
To ſue for life. 
Dalm. || have him Executed in their view ; 
Yes Amniball, and ſhew thy Youth a pattern 
Of the old Romans, for thy imitation : 
Who haſt but poorly Copy'd frem thy Father, 
Amnib. te, What Villain has traduc'd my Vertue? 
Dalm. No Villain, but thy Prince bas own'd thy weakneſs ; 
And ſays thou Lov'ſt a Captive Foe of Rome. 
Amnnib. The Virgin's beautiful,and greatly born. 
Dalm. Perhaps the Virgin,may as greatly die, 
And yield her Beauties to the atal ſtroke. 
Anuib, To the Fatal ſtroke ! Oh all ye Powers! 
No Sir : The fair Serena ſhall not dic 
While I wear this. ' 
Dalm. Ha Rebel! Traytor | How ! A 
Not at the Emperors Doom ? ol = KP 
Ammib. No nor at yours, It 
That gave me Sir my being; take it again, 
Unleſs you give me leave, to lay it there, 
Where I have plac'd my Love. 
Dalm. The Emperor % 
Decrees thee Cappadocia: Wilt thou forfeit 
The noble Heritage of ſuch Ambition 
For Infamous Love? ” 
Amuib. Wrong not a Paſſion, 
That equals your own Virtue. For could Ceſar 


Give with a Daughter of his own the World, F 
I would prefer my Love in this Condition, 
To all the proffers of his Blood and Empire. 
Dalm. ence from my ſight; And ll thou break'ſt this paſſhon, 


See me no more. | 
Amb. Then | muſt never ſee you. 
For when | ceaſe to Love, where | bave vow'd, 
I am no more: Therefore upon my Knees, - 
I beg you to recall this dreadful ſentence. 
Repeal my Baniſhment, and give me leave, 
To win the Heart of this unhappy Maid, 
Or bid me die before you. 
Dalm. Riſe my Boy : 
Thou Lov'ſt indeed, who canſt refuſe a Kingdom. 


Enter Aria, 
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Enter Arius, Lycinius, Labicnus, Eubolus, 
with the Populace. 9 


But ſee Lycinizs with his followers here, 
Take to the habit of thy former Wars; 
And ſoften not my Juſtice by thy ſorrows. 

Annih, 1 have heard Lyciwins lately threatned you; 
Therefore your Guardians Eye be watchful o're you. 

Dalm. Fear not, I'm Arm'd againſt 'em- Know, Lycimar,, 
The Emperor has decreed to his Gubjects, 

+ What weary'd Mercy dares reſolve to do. 
Cleantber ; you the in of the Guard : 
Lead to the Forum, and in the Peoples view 
Strike off his Head. 

Lycin.——| bear the ſentence as becomes my Honour : 
And all the favour which I beg in Death, - 
Is to reveal a ſecret to your Ear, 

Which may import the life, and Yours. 

Dalm. What would you Sir ? 

Lycin. My Lord, Are you in carnefſt? 

Or is there room for hope? 
Dalm. Sir, be not flatter'd : 
Hope is the fawning Traytor of the mind,, 
Which while it cozen's with a colour'd friendſhip, 
Robs us of our laſt Vertue, Reſolution. 
Lycin. Speak then the force of RefolutionThus. 


Amnnib. No Villain—Thus. Annibal d:ſarms and 
Daim. Hold, Anmba!' Hold thy Hand. offers to Stab him. 
An executioner in the beſt of Ca 
Is a vile trade for Honourable men ; 


Therefore let {laves diſpatch bim. 

Amnnib. Rack him Firſt, 

To know who counſel'd him to this damn'd deed? 

Dalm. No: To Sybvefter let him own his fault, 
And die a Chriſtian, 1 am ſatisfy'd. 

Lycin. Ha ha ! — A Chriſtian ! What and fall a Sheep? 
Confeſs! No, as he urg'd, bring forth the Rack: 
Wire.draw my Limbs, Spin all my Nerves like Hairs, 

And work my tortured Fleſh as thin as Flame, 

You ſhall not know a title more then this ; k 
I was ſet on to ſtab Dalmarias ; 

And would the Emperor, were he in my reach. 
Who were the Gods that prompted thus my Arm, 
You Chriſtian Curs ſhall never know from me ; 
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Therefore go learn the Myſtery in Hell. 

Thus much | may acquaint you; They are living, 
Warm in your Boſoms, and 1 hope will ſtmg you; 

Sting you to Degth. Plagues, Famine, Sword, and Fire ; 
Fire from OE Rn CRY els 

And withothat dying Curſe I leave youall. 

Dalm. His Fate was juſt; now Romans'tothe Triumph ; 
Go forth and meet your Emperor, whoſe mercy 
Extends her peaceful Wings t all that ſeek bim ; 

And is the Darling attribute of his Soul. 

'But hark ! He comes! "The Saviour of your Empire ; 
Bring forth his Statues ; Crown his Images ; 

Meet him with Garlands,' Songs and Shows of Trumph. 
But ſee his entrance is already made, 

And there He comes, with Criſps in his Arms. 


Enter Conſtantine, Criſpus, &c. To the Trixmph. 


Conſt. Dalmatins, I muſt thank thee for the Fate, 
Of that too ſtubborn troubler of our Reign; 
Sylveſter to his Hermitage retires, 
And ſays the Saints are ſad at my delay: 
Tell him,c're long, and urge him to return, 
The Emperor and the Court ſhall be Baptrz'd. 

Dalm. "Take to your former freedom, Mirth and Humor, 
For ®tis obſerv'd, you are not as you were. 

- Oh Brother! Friend! In all my hazards try'd, 

This San ball ſhare the Heart and Empire too, 
Of my lov'd Criſps, whom for ſome tew nurunes, 
I would diſcourſe alone. 


Dalm. Your wiſhes on you; 


Peace to your thoughts, and Heaven ſtill guide your Councils, 


Ex. Guarded. 


Exeunt. , _ / 


Manent Conſtantine, Criſpus. 


Conſt. Haſt thou perfarm'd thy,Embaſſy, my Criſpes ? 
And ſeen the Daughter of Maximian ? 
Criſp. | have (een Her 6ir; And feen Her Beauteous Siſter, 
Conſt. How lik'ft thou? Ha! Are they nat charming both? 
Both Beautiful ? 
Criſp. They are. But why Sir bath ? : 
Conſt. Becauſe the latter only Catch'd thy praiſe, 
When Fauſta in the Pride of blooming Nature, 
As much tranſcends her as the Suouners Roſe _ 
The little Beauties of a backward Spring. ... 
Criſp. "Tis true, She is the Elder. - bo 
, 'Gonfi And the tairer, | 


\ 


+. 


In 
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In all compariſons to be prefer'd, 

Not do ny 4 her Siſter, but the World. 
on It poſſible? 

. That thou ſhould'ſt be aan 

To ack the Queſtion, having (een the 
Cri/p. Bur Sir, when | was ſent you calls of Death. 
Conſt. Death co my (elf, ——— and all mankind, 

Rather then wound a part of my Lov'd Feufte. 
Criſp. Oh Heav'n/ mm you? De you Love her then? ' 
Conſt, Love her m Age I Love her more, 

Then in my Youth 1 Lord the the —_ Glory. 

Criſp. And does ſhe know you Love her? 

Conſt. Know? A 
A Boden wes x Obes, Conrad 

Cri h !A p d, {: 
How Seal'4? And how Commalrd® 

Conſt. Why our 
Have 5ign'd and an Everlaſting Love. 

Criſp. What, laſs'dber? Ha/ But in we Credulow : 

All you have ſaid is but to try my temper, | W 
How much your Son can bear. 
Conſt. I muſt confeſs, 
Thy fears _ | had' ſ thou another Father ; 
Burt as I am, 1 wear what ever Iuc 
I have by Fauſta, Thou ſhalt Hainmy Power, 

Criſp. Talk not of Power, banks me of your Lov 
Di me not with theſe Ambiguous Anſwers, 1 
Burt tell me; Swear to ſave my loſs of reaſon, 

If as you Love, you are by Fauſta Lov'd. 
Conſt. That I Love. Fauſt ; i as'true by Heav'n, 
As I Love thee; But whether I am Low'd, 
With juſt return, is hard indeed ro ſwear : 
| Yer as I ſaid before, our Hands have joyn'd, 
Our Lips have ſeal'd, and dadieg ons have.paſt. 

Criſp. What Oaths ? 

Conſt. Betrothing Oaths. z;1 | 

Criſp. Oh, All ye Saints 
Are you _— too? & Lf 

Conſt. Ay Criſpus, we 're-comr 
Weak A a [ (wear bychis Erabface, 
Thou ſhalt not leſs be Lov'd then berezofare. | 

Criſp. Berroth'd ! Oh Heay? gn! Aadberrory enzoy'd her? 

Conf No'\Ordpes ; That's a Haay's h have 20 come. - 
» A'Hell ! Al Hell! And if not yet enjoy 'd, 

Let me-conjyre you by my Mothers aſhes, _ | 


- 
- 


Touch 
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4 Touch her not for the World. 
Conſt. What means my Son ? 


I have decreed to marry her this Night; 
And taſt the ſweets of long expe joys 
ſweets have poiſon in 'em, | 


Criſp. By Heav'n I ſwear 
Bane to your Soul,,your 
Conſt. Take heed my Criſpav, -t 


I know = hazard of Su — 4,875 
Criſp. No: By your ſacred life ; nothing but Honour 

Provokes me in he polue? She's falle, forſworn 

And to my certain knowledg loves another. 

Oh! Therefore touch her not ; and to convince you, 

"hat Empire could not work me thus: "This night 

Pll turn a Hermit, and renounce the World. 
Conſt. - If ſhe be falſe : I know his temper well; 

And nature cannot make ſuch faults o'th* ſudden, 

If ſhe be falſe! By Heav'n, thou haſt moved me Criſpas 

Bur ſpeak the Traitors name, who thus has wrong'd me. 
Criſp. Pardon me,:Sir, his name ; Hecould not wrong you, 

he knew not. 


There's more in this ; His name, again 1 charge thee, , 
Not only name him, but produce his perſon; 
Or 1 hall think all forgery thou haſt ſworn; 
Criſp. O let me beg you, wed her not to night, 
' And when | ſee you next, Ill tell you more ; 
Perhaps betray the Innoce Dearth. 


Conſt. Let that vd; r he ſhall nor die, 
Thou art it ſeems his/friend as well as mine ; 
Bur look you catm the Tempeſt you have rau'd, 
ger 


Or I vill make _ ſtran wy _ Ex. Conſtantine. 
Criſp. Solus, | am content; if that pirrying ing Power, 
; pure make me too a ranger to my ſelf : 
But hold my Heart a while, till I have found her. 
Yet there's a lucid joy in theſe diſtraQtions ; 
To know he has not bedded her; then had follow'd, 
Her death and mine, and conſe t Damnation : 
Yet leſt ſhe ſhould conſent, Il haſte, and warn ber ; 


When warn'd fy watch, and if the after Yield, ! 2600 21s] 
Through Love or Fear, ro his Taceſtwous charms, * ' orrll 
IIl ruſh through all and bb her in hiy-Arms. b'd E«to/ . 


H A av) 


End 14. | * ey > vi 
- _ The 


u - - * . 
I - a wy * hokds ' '; 4 > How ” 
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The Third A&: Scene I Wh : 
\ Enter Annibal ani! Serena. 
Amnib. = your Anſwer then, You cannot love me ? 
This the Reward for Offers of my Blood ? 
And braving a ſtern Father to preſerve you? 
This the of Criſp: Eloquence'! 
To make his Friend a yo untimely Grave? 
For, bear it as you pleaſe, or laugh or grieve, p 
I will not be a Trouble to you long. 
Seren. What ſhall Il ay? Alas! I might detude you, Annibal, 
Like other faithleſs Beauties of the Age ; ) IP POE 
Bur th s fram'd me of ſo plain a Temper, | Ppt 


I cannot hide my Thoughts, 
Though to my undoing. 
But ſomething more there is, if you could bear it, 
To turn your deſp'rate Love for ever from me. 
Amnib. Produce it then ; for, what can Nature ſhew me-': 
Than Death more dreadful, wilder than Deſpair, | 
Which now are my Familiars ? 
Seren, Take it, Sir, 
The only Secret of my wounded Soul. 
I love, I languiſh, and deſpair like you. 
Annib. What, do you love another ? [ uw | ' 
Seren, Love him, to death, "not does he know [ love hiws (52 [wy 
Or if he did, he would not make Return. | 
Annib. Can this be poſhble / But where, where is he ? 
That 1 may ruſh with all. my Rege e upon ts 


Seren, Not for a thouſand Worlds yo! miſt nor hate hims -- 


* Is this then the Return of all my Vows, 
To make my ſetting yet more deep in Blood ?: [ wor mob, 
But give me quick his Quality and Name, $ 404233 ann 
Seren, His Name! whar, atter ſuch Reſolves of Vengeance? us 610.1 14 


Seren. No: for what Life oan (and j in ' Cothipetition,, "rl 
RY 'E : 


And bear him with me, to the qther, Wortg RS: [01108 24 2 v2 


Your Fate and mine ſhould not cotvpell* it now: * $162 9906 1:4 furl io 
Annib, What, not to ſave my Life ! LO buldd” } gd ww 


Amnnib. Plagues ! Curſes on his Head, Rage and Deſpain. >; ka 29 ruin Fl L 
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When his is threaten'd ? Better you, and I, 

And all the reſt of humaiie Kind, fhroutd peri 

Than he, the Maſter-piece of Nature, -ſuffer. 

And ſhould you know him, fpite of yout Reſol#es, 

Sir, you would kneel and worſhip too like me. 
Amb. Show me the God then, if 1 muſt adore. 
Seren. No, ſince you bave ſworn, I ſhould do ill to truſt you: 


' Yer, for his Preſervation, | muſt tell you, 


When ere he dies Serena too ſhall bleed. 

From the ſame hand the ſame Diſpatch | crave, 

And, if at laſt one Monument we have, ; 
What Joys can Life campare with fuch a Grave ! Exit 


Enter Arius with Criſpus Piltute. 


Amib. Death, Hell, and Futics ; if my Sword have Chatths, 
Which never fail'd me yet, I'll find hin otit ; 
This Rival God | 
And drive him from the World. 
Ari. Ha ! Goes it there ? 
Then to my Task ! 
Anmb. Arins in Contemplation! | 
*T were worth my while to Ipy.z Cri/pus Pickute ! 
Forgive me Arins, 4 1 rob your Hand _, 
Of whar's ſo deep ingraven in my Heart, 
For whom this pretty Preſent ? 
Ari. Your Pardon The Myſtery is one of Loves great Secrets, 
Amnnib. Criſpus in Love, and hide it from his Friend? 
From Annibal, that open'd all to him ! 
"Twas mth unkind: Arias I am concern'd * 
And you muſt tell me where his. Heart's engag*d, 
Ee I return the Picture. 
Arius, Sir, 1 am in haſte ; 
And dare not tell her Name therefore | beg you : 
She waits my coming. _Good my Lord——Tht loves 
To that degree,” each Moments Stay is Death - 
Therefore, let me £60JÞre you. 
Annib. Thou doſt but ratſe my Adrhiration tmidfe : 
Therefore, your Buſineſs, or tareweL—— 
Arins, Stay, Stay / : 
My Lord, you are bis Friend! yer tis a Breath 
Of Truſt : bur ſince there is no other help, 
And the fair Miſtreſs of his Heart may pine . | * W A's % 
To death upon the loſs z reltorg the Picture, OR On 
And tale the Secret, Sir: her Name's Serene. 
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Annib, Traitor, thou ly\@* antd, but —_ Rake -—qroewar 
Should'ſt feel, even now, th* Eflacts of way R OHA 11 os nt] 
Ari. To clear th* Alperſion, hafar -# di; aawedel!.; Th 
And»to Serena's Face, III | | 1-401 
The Secret of her Love ; tho Criſpus kill me. 
Anmib. By Heav'n, thou doſþ-recall a dreadful lmage: 
Of late I mer him cre l Vhie | 
To Her thou haſt nam'd, and i*k'd him of my Love ! 
He ſeem'd in haſte! his Anſwers were abrupt ; 
His Count'nance fad : and thus in ſhort return'd ; 
Hunt not the Bubble Beauty, like a Boy ; 
Fall like a Man : and let your Reſt be Fame. 
And © it ſhall + If what thou fay'ſt be true, 
Pll level him with Earth. 
Arius. What ſaid you, Sir? 
Amnnib. Yet I will OS more Proof ; ſhe ſhall, her (lf, 
Be witneſs to the Fall of this high Viewe : 
Then Friendſhip to the Winds, like mecting Tides, 
We'll fight the Tempeſt out, ner gwe it 0'ce, | 
Till one lies dafh't, and broken an the Shore: Ext, 
Avi. Thus far the Devil is the beſt mqunted yet, , 
And Herelic at laſt ſhall win the Race. 


* 
# 
_ 


. 
=_ 
. 
- 


Enter Labienus and Eubolus. 


Ha! Labienus here, 
And my Eubolus; Wer ſhall ſhortly govern. 
Labi. | met the Emperour of Lew, alone ; 
Who ask'd for you. 
Ari. VI! inſtantly attend "lang 
Where is his Son? x 
Eubol. 1 left him with Dalmatins. h 
Ari. Unloading his ſick Heart upon bis Fread. | 


Enter Dalmatius and Copa 


But ſee, the Maſter Egemy's at hand; | 

Sculk to your Poſts, andyivew Milts away. Ex. Ari. Lab. Eub. 
Criſp. Now my Dalmatius, now thou haſt my Heart, 

And he good uſe on'r, if I ne're ſee thee mare. 

By Heav'n, my Friend, I have not-hid/a Point 

Of that ſad Story what muſt.caake mp Rune, 
Dalm. Would thou hadſt told vie ail. of ic /bofprp! ( 

I might have fav'd thee mgny « | Sigh and Tear: 


Pray Heav'a no worle come-ea' e; bur/frjs no Um | y 
E 2 Tup- 


J 
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T” upbraid thee now ;' What wou'dſt thou —ragi me do? 
Perſwade my Fiat enjoyin q | 
For oy 1 to be to ni be. cs cs og o (2'7 
Thouſhalt behold thy Criſpus dead to morrow. 
Dam. a what of Fauſta? 

Criſp. I know not what. © 
Thar Deke falſe one, that has thus 'decerv'd-/me, 

And with her charmsenſwar'd 1 Ljqmognarys Soul 
But I will bence, 

Dalm. as what ? 

Criſp. 'T'o ay mate 
The Vow: | made. 

Dalm. Go then and kill her,- 1 

Criſp. Ha ! ; 

Dalm. Kill th* Adultereſs: This inceſtuous Charmer: 
And have her born in 'Friu to thy Father: . 
Then tell thy Tragick ſtory like'a Man ; 

And greatly thus Atone for bath your Crimes. 

Criſp. Farewell: I'll nd another way to end her. 

Dalm. Tongue kill her, go: or fwear and be torlworn, 
Thounc're wilt ſec her more. Heav'n! That a Man / 
Born to the Empire of the World, ſhould dote 
Oa ſuch ſlight fuf as Woman ! 

Criſp. See m 1 Father, 

Look thou to im, as I'll be guar.| on Her. 
Inceſt !-Diſhonour ! To all future Ages——— 
Think, —— Think on that— vnd puſh bim from his ruine. 


Evuter Gonſtantine, S/lveſter, Dalmatius. 


Conſt. What ſay the People tobe rumour ſpred 
Of my new Contratt ? 

Sylv. All the Chriſtians mourn, 
And ficken in their Souls, as if Heav*n warn'd 
The Earth, of ſome unhcard Calamity: 
The Heathens on the other fide rejoice, 
And cry, a Perſecution is at hand. 

Conſt. No matter t0 the point j-Knowſtrhou the man, 
Whom Fa»ſta Loves ? f 

Syhv. 1 told you Sir before, 
I would be dumb for ever on this 'Theam. 


Conſt. Yer this —_— thou knowſt, but wilt not ſhow bias: 


All know him, all, alt but he that ſhou'd; [2 
For Criſpus has conleſs 'd, N 
Yet hides the name; - — But rl hnd out one, 


Ex.Criſpus, 


Lefs 
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Leſs meriting reſpef, whom Racks ſhall force. | 
Dalm. If you intend your Empires ſafety, Sir, 
Caſt Faujta from your Bolom ;- Turn ber out ; 
Away with her far let her be Exil'd, 
With all her race ; For Death is in her Beauty. 
Conft. My Brother offer this ! 
Death in her Beauty ? 
Dalm. Violent, ſudden Death ; 
Death to your Health, and Ruine to your Glory. 
Conſt. Perhaps he is the man. Her Lover! Yes: 
And thus conceals his flame with Covert rage, 
For elſe what Caufe could thus provoke his Paſſion ? , 
What is the Publick [ntereſt here concern'd ? 
Their murmurings, or their joys; which with a nod, 
My Power can huſh. By Heav'n there's more at bottom, 
And I will find ut out; Their looks betray c'm: 
Prieſt : Princes: all engag'd; and for ſome great one. 


Emer Anus. 
% 


But hold here comes my Man! Brother I've thought 
will conſider” further what you urg'd, 

gainſt my Wite. 

Dalm. We leave you to Heay'ns care, 
And wiſh you 9 beware that waiting Fiend. Ex. Dalm, Sylv.. 

Conſt. So, now your bulineſs, Arias | 

Arine, Sir, 

Conſt, Your buſineſs ? Fo 
"The Coalt is clear; be your Confeſſion fo ; 
And ſpeak what all the Court have {worn to hide. 

Aru. Sir, Labienus gave me your Commands, 
That I ſhou'd wait. 

Conſt. Dolt thou dally with me? 
Thou knowſt the leaſt of thy Enormous Crimes 
Deſerve a lengthen'd death: "Think on thy Treaſon, 
Atheiſm, Blaſphemies againſt the Higheſt; | 
Think on the page's murther of my Brocker, 
Wrought by thy Charms, thou damn'd oae ;. after this, 
Let thy affrighted Soul deſpiſe my wrath, 
And if ſhe dares be dumb to my > dev 

Arivs. What muſt I Anſwer? 

Conſt. Give me Truth for Truth. 
Once morethen 3 And this warning be thy laſt, 
Show me the robber of my hearts repoſe, 
Friend to my Cri/pus, but his Faibers Foe ; _ 


> 
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The Conquering Rival of ny eevilk'e Love. 
Arixs, What, has your Son reveul'd? 
Conſt. He lays ſhe's falſe ; but rolls me not to whom ; 

Swears ſhe's forelworn: And when 1 fee him next, 

I ſhall know more. { 

Arins, What it you never ſee him ? 
Conſt. Why doſt thou ſtart a Queſtion ſo unlikely ? 
Arins. 1 cannot think he will betray his Friend ; 

He who betrays his friend, betrays him(alf ; 

And rather than do that, I judgehe'll leave 

your ſight, The Empire, and his Lovefor over. 
Conſt. Love, Arius| Ha | His Love ! What Love? To whom? 
Arius, Why Love to you: 

What other Love ſhou'd' Ors/pug entertain? 

He has no MiſtreG ſure ! 

Conſt. Thou ſeem'ſt to hint, X 

As if he had: Mark thy foregoing words : 

He who betrays his friend, betrays himſelf: 

By Heav'n ! Thou haſt ſet my anxious Soul. a? work. 

For when thou faidſt; he haz no Miſtreſs, ſure 

Thy meaning was, 46 make methinik he had ; 

And that this Miſtreſs could be nenc 'but Feufte. 

Arius. | hope, dread Sir, you will not wrelt my words, | 

And Innocent thoughts to any evil -purpoſe. 

Conſt. What! at your rricksagep? Re quick my "Traitor, 

And ſpread þt once thy double Ware before me ; 

Doſt thou nr judge my Son, his Father's Rival ? 

Arinus. It you would know my Heart, indeed, I do. ' 
Conſt. Why, what a Devil wert theu then to deny't f le 

So putifully play the Hypoere; | 

And ſcrue that lying Face into a ſhew 

Ot Innocence, 

When nature ſtampt thee for a Villain ! 

Arins. Forgive me, Sir, if I avow *twas fear, 

Not Villany that made me hide my thought. 

Conſt. All fear, bur fear of Heav'n, betray 's a guilt, 

And guiltis Villany. Put het thy fear © 

Produce what paſt betwixt the wicked pair ; 

Shaw me th* Adultereſs and Adulterer ; 

Where, how and when, this Inceſt was Commnved, 

Who was the Inſtrument and Curſed Bawd, 

And damn'd contriver of their horrid joys. ha | 
Arius, Oh Heav*n ! W 068 Wes 2 le; ll 
Conſt. O Hell ! For there ſhalt thou'be hurttld,” = 1 

Ang roſt in Sulphur, if Thou not «eN me ol; 
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Thou, who perhaps thy ſelf wer'e the Contriver, 
The Bawd1nam'd, and Inſtrument of rheir luſt. 

Arius. Hold Sir !! And Pll coafefh : Por feet your Son 
Oftner then | have wilh'd, attend your Paufs, 
And ſeen him' late from her Apartment come; 

I've heard him praiſe her long, and when the praiſe 
Was hnift'd,; figh; that he durſt praiſe no longer: 
At leaſt 1 thought fo, but my CE Es 

Conſt, No: Aris, not enough for Cri/pus th, 
Bur there's envugh toturn my Spirit ftotn hin, 

To make me ivath his furm ; next we meer, 
From Head to Foot to meaſure him with my Eye, 
Both as an Obje& of my ſcorn and hate. 

Arius, That Love has paſt betwixt %em is paſt doubt, 
But for enjoying 

Conſt, Knowlt thou ought of that ? 

Arins, Natl, by Heav'n ! 

Conff, Why didft rhouſtarr ir than ? 

Arius. Sir to be ſatisfh'd, what you wou'd do, 
Upon the demonſtration. 

Conf. Both ſhou'd bleed, 
Both dye, as fure as we are living, Arius ; 
For him, 'twere ſacriledge,to think to ſave hitn, 
If thuſhe has tranſgreſs't; nof then my vows, 
Not all the Con ts of his blbothitig Years, 
With my whole Empires Knees and litted Hands : 
Not the remembrance of his Mothers Tears, 
When on her death-bed, ſhe bequeathed his ſafety 
To my beſt Care and Love, ſhall once redeett him. 

Arius. What ſhall be done to him that finds the truth ? 

Conſt. Reward aad Honour. He ſhall be my friend. 

Arms. 1 ak no mire; benceforth I'm yours ; 

To ſearch, tho at the Peril of my life 
The bottom ofthis buſineſs. 

Gonft. Say.and GO Ar— ; 

But ſend my Wardrobe now, to Faufta's fide, 
Bear her the Diadem, with ſtile of Empreſs: 
And ſay this night I bed Her. 

Arius. That will prove her —— 

If the refuſe; You know Sir what to judge. 
Nor would it be amiſs to break diſcourſe, 
About your Son, and ſift her ſubtle Soul. 

Conf. | apprehend thee : But as I commanded-i— 

Oh Conſtantine! Yet ere this ſearch, 


} 


Away 


" Whatever comes , Remember he's thy Son ; 
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Son of thy Love, and once was next thy-$oul, 

But as the beſt are worſt, when once corrupted, 

If he has finn'd at all, he has finn'd to Death ; 

"The Thought diſtracts me; Heav*n remove this Troubles. 
Or I ſhall run to my old Gods again. 

But huſh awhile: Pil bear-my Paſſion cold, 

III curb it while the Reins of Reaſon hold ; 

But if they break, then Nature, ' where's thy Call ? 

Be deaf to Reaſon, Nature, Judgment, All. 

"The Precipice is Fate; and if we roul, 

The Faulc is theirs that fool'd us with a Soul. Exit. 


—— —_ SN 


Scene II. 


Enter Criſpus with a Dagger, and Fauſta. 


Fauſt. Hes hold thy -- _ 

4 Crifþp. Think not I meant to kill Thee 
No, thou ſeducer, were thy Stains more dcep 
'Think not too, Deſpair, and Rage cou'd fo unman me- 
To hurt a Woman, Yect thou ſhalt hear me Fauſt: 
And if the Story of thy Crimes can kill thee, 
Ill lay thy Wounds wide open to the Air ; 
Difplay the Perjuries of thy bleeding Heart, 
And to thy Inceſt, add at laſt a Murder. 

Fauſt. Stab with thy Dagger then; but let thy Tongue 
Deſlroy no more. 

Criſp. Oh all ye Powers, who that had known laſt Night, 
The Joys which I have known, could once have thought it ! 
Who that had hcard her Vows, when on my Breaſt, 

Weary'd with Oaths, and out of Breath with Kiſles 

She panting ſwore! And wiſh'd DeſtruCtion ſeize her, 

It ſhe were not content, ſo one night more : 

Her raviſt*d Soul like that might entertain, 

To live her Miſeries and paſt Life again. | 

Fauſt. By all thoſe Powers you*name, and by your own, -* 
] wiſh fo full. "6p 

Criſp. Yet at that very Minive 
SWhen thus ſhe ſwore, to know ſhe was forſworh,” . 
Conſcious her Faith was plighted to anather ! ,, | 
And who that other pick'd from all Mankind,; '* © © ff oj 
'Fo make her more abhor'd,' but my own Father? 

— 


} 


Fauſt. What, Load on Load ? 

Criſp. Her violated Hands 
Were plighted faſt with his ; and Kiſſes paſt, — 

Fauſt. Hold, hold, and let my Tears atone, my Lord, 

Or fink upon the Earth. 

Criſp. The Center, Fauſta, 

The Center cannot hide thee from the Horrors 

Of thy own Conſcience, which are my Avengers : 

AnJ whereſoc're thou fly't, ſhall follow thee 

With inward Hells, for the baſe Wrong thou haſt done me. 

Fauſt. O Criſpus ! never, never, wilt thou end? , 

Criſp. By Heav'n! I know thy damnable Delign : 
Thou haſt this Night contriv'd to ruine Nature, 

To make the Angels {ick with ſuch a Criae, 
As equals hers that firſt betray'd the World. 

Fauſt. I'll op thee with my Kiſſes! 

Criſp. Off Crocodile ! 

Fauſt. Why uſe thy Ponyard then. 

Criſp. Nor that, nor this. 

I had delign'd, ris vwue, to ſtab my (elf ; 

But ſecond Thoughts inſtru me thus -to haunt thee z 
Like an eternal Fiend to'follow thee : 

To hollow ſtill Damnation in thy Ear, 

And hinder thee from Inceſt with my Father. 

Oh horrid Thought / 

Fauſt. Oh horrid Thought indeed ! 

Criſp. Why does it nat pollcls thee! 
Thou fair inſinuating Snake! would(t thou then guild thy Poiſon? 
Swear en my Ponyard, ſwear, and damn thy -ſclf ; 

"Thou haſt not plotted, as this Night, to twiſt 
Thy inceſtuous Arms about my Father's Neck ! 

Faif. Yes, I will (wear. Burt let me ſean my Head 2 
Again't thy Breaſt, while [ recover Breath : | 
For I am taint with Groans. 

Criſp. Oh Heart! Oh Love! 

She graſps ſo hard, and locks fo with her Charms, 
I cannot put her from me ! -Fauſta! is't pollible ! 
Is it then poſſible! Thou canſt be good? 

So good at leaſt, as being thus gone in Sin, 

To yo no further ? 


Fauſt. Let me (wear ; 
For 1 will face the Gods in ſuch a Cauſe; . 


And ſtanding on the Guard of Innocence, 

Swear, all 've done was but th* Effe&t of Love: 

Cr1)p- Agein thaute fallen ; for thou art guilty, Fauſt a, 
, . | F 
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Of [mpious Treaſons, and inceſtuous Love. 
Fanſt. 1 am not, Criſpke. : 
Criſp. Ha ! not guilty,| Faxſts 
Then bond ll p i "_ 
Fauſt. Hold, , not guilty ro my Cri{pae. 
Fall not to Rage again, and Pl confeſs 
I was compell'd to be contrafted to him : 
Not wedded, nor p6ſſeſt. ____ 
Criſp. Why didſt thou hide thy Contract ? 
Fauſt. Becauſe *twas forc'd: by Fear; nor did I dare 
Reveal it to thee, e're I bad thee ſure. So much I lov'd thee, Criſes, 
Criſp But what hadft thor decreed to do to night, | 
This faral Night, if that the Emperour 
Had ſworn to enjoy thee ? * 
Fauſt: Stop him with my Tears; 


' Or if they fail'd, to dam his Paſſion thus, 


And ſheath this hidden Ponyard in my Heart. | 
CriÞ. 1;'t poſſible, Thou ſhould'ſt fo greatly dare ? 
Fauſt. Yes Criſþus. Thou ſhalt ſee by what's to come. LY 

Oh! therefore take me to thy Breaſt, and ſwear —— 
Criſp. Swear firſt thy ſelf, he never ſhall poſſeſs thee. 
Fauff. What needs an Oath after poſſeſſing Thee ? 
OY for the Satisfaftion of my Soul, 

And Cement of our everlaſting Loves, 

Swear thou wilt never. 

Fauſt. Never Crifþus, never. 

By Heav'n and Earth, by all that's grear, and holy, 

I ſwear thy Father. never ſhall embrace me. 

Cri. What never ! Oh yet cloſer! Never Fauſt? 
Fauſt. By all this Dearneſs, never Criſþ«s , never. 


Exter Arras. 
Arius. What Faults are gone and paſt, it matters not : 
Bur you had beſt beware of what's to come——- 


Haſte Sir away.——See there the Beds prepat'd— Scene draws, 
The Diadem ; and Name of Empreſs given——— 

Your Father's at my Heels 1 thark!' you are warn's, | Soft Muſich. 
I hear him come, and wiſh you Sir away. Ex. Arius. 


Criſp. Oh Faufta ! 

Fauſt. Take no Thought. 

Criſp. If he ſhould charm-thee, 
Or ſcare thee to Compliance 

Fauſt. That diſtruſt 


in! by Heav'n I'll dye beforehe enters. | 
* Ho Hs! my Life, my Love, my Soul, 


Criſp. Hold thee, my 
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PIl flay———3nd hazard all---but hark! he comes. 
I would adviſe—— Live, if thou canſt with Honour 
If not—— he's here, fall, and I'll follow thee. Ex. Criſpus. 


ITNG Re-enter Arias with Conſtantine. 


Conſt. Ha Arins ! ſee'lt thou there? 
Ari. Criſps, | think. 
Conſt. Did'ſt thou not ſee him ? 
Ari. Yes. 
Conſt. Why doſt thou then ſuppoſe x bur thy Thought ? 
Ari. Becauſe I do not like his being here. 
Conſt. Nor I, by Heav'n ! Withdraw ; and wait my Call. Ar. retires. 
What now, my Fawufs! Ha! in Tears my Fair ! 
Whar, on thy Wedding Night? Why doſt thou fly me ? 
Am I a Raviſher ? Howe're repured 
Bloody in Fields, in Chambers I am gentle 
As thy own Thoughts. 
Therefore let our Vows be ſcalPd, and then to bed. 
Fauſt. What ſaid you, Sir ? 
Conſt, Why, to Bed my Love; 
And hide thy Virgin Fears. Thou wik be bolder there——— 
Fauſt. Alas! I dare not. 
Conſt. Why? 
Fauſt. Pve ſworn, my Lord. Þ 
Conſt. What, and tro whom ? 
Fauſt. 'To Heav'n I've ſworn, 
Howe”re contracted, that I will not wed you. 
Conſt. When ? 
Fauſt. Not to night. 
Conſt. When then? 
Fauſt. Preſs me no further, 
For I can only anſwer with my Tears. 
Conſt. Speak, for I'll know th' Extremity to night 
Why then to morrow ; but by Heav'n no longer ; 
For now I've fworn too. 
Fauſt. But I vow'd firſt : 
And (wear again to keep that Vow till Death. 
To morrow and to motrow, add ro rhoſe 
Ten Millions more. You never ſhall embrace me—— 
Conſt. If poſſible ! after thy Faith was given ! 
Fauſt. Not given, but by a Conquerour tompell'd. 
Conft. And haſt thea righily ſcan'd the Congquerour's Rage ! 
Ha ! Fauſta ! haſt thou olac'd thy Fathers Fate 
Before thy Eyes ? And thought upon ” own f 
2 


Fauſt. 
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Fauſt. Juſt to your purpoſe: I'm prepar'd for Death, 
Rather than entertain you in my Bed: 
Therefore if you ſet down —_— Sir, 
Or doom me dead, upon the Earth I beg you 
To ſpeak your Will. And Fauſta revenge you. 
This Ponyard ſtrait ſhall aft your vow'd Revenge 
And take her from the World. | 
Conſt. Riſe, Fauſta! riſe— 
By Heav*n I find "tis vain to ſtrive againſt thee ! 
Take then what more thou valu'ſt than the World, 
And what, in ſpite of me, the Fates-ordain thee— 
My Criſpzs tor thy Love ' 
Fanſt: Ah, Sir, what. mean you ? 


*# & 


Conſt. Why would'ſt thou ſtrive to hide what Nature ſhows * 


Dalmatius, Arius, and Sylveſter, know it : 
And over-wrought me for my Empires Safety, 
To this great Act to yield thee to my Son. 
Fauſt. Did Ariu: roo? No ſure, they' rather wrought you 
To yield me to my Grave 
Conſt. No, To my Throne: 
Already *tis decreed :- my Ceſar weds thee. 
Not but I own | came to work thee from him. 
But ſince not Death it ſelf can daunt thy Love, 
Forbid it Heay'n, that I ſhould break fuch Union, 
Haſte Arius ! Call my Son. , II! give him now; 
Now while'my Reaſon lets me ſce my Dotage. 
How ill fuch Autumn ſuis thy Beaurics Spring : 
Burt baſte and bring him, while the heat 1s on me ; 
For I will have you wedded in my preſence: 
And if thy Heart confent to make a Turn, 
As ſtrange as kind ; this Night he ſhall enjoy thee. 
Fauſt. Oh Heav*n, inſtrut my Frailty what to anſwer ! 
Can this be real Sir! isr-poſlible ? 
Conſt. My Council know itz and confirm the Ordeg.. 
Fauſt. "That I ſhall wed your Son? 
Con#t. Why thus repeated ? 
Fau#t. And you approve ut ? 
Con#t. Canſt thou doubt me Nil ? + 
Fau#t. No. | will own Sir, ſince you approve at: 
Own it to Death, I love him more than Lite. 
Con#t. O Faufta! |} ew 4% | | 
Fautft. Ha! whatnow?2 | He turns away;  wd-; | 
He bluſhes ! Gods———-{m 1oſt, 'betray*d, undone... + 
Undone for ever. Criſpus 'betray'd;. 
The innocent Criſpur,— —. 
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" Conſt Guilty, guilty Grifidwmdconr, Lawn 
And guilty Faufta! G.ilty both to hand 3; | !!3.rh 20Þ1 
pray So who etirtr hn ered + $4 0s 

Fauſt. Ofay not fo. "Twas Faufta wrought [IE 
And over Lov'd hun, to: his own raft = | 
Therefore as you're powerful. be: juſt,” | 


And let the ſtroak of Vengeance eye E219 en 1 od rm 

But Sir for him | 70 a7 T7 * nirti4 '/ $A: 
Conf. For him each Syllable | | | 

'Thou pleadlt in his behalf but wings his Him | c 
Fauſt. By the juſt Heay'as/; And by the Sxint that bore you, 

By your Religion Sir, I do con janntpeny 1 5s 120% | 


Spa:r, ſpair his InnoCenCtom—rs.; /| v 3 30 1% 
Conf. If thou conſent, . __ C1 210 d Vid j iQ 
That [ this night ſhall wed thebimond 
Fauſt. Wed me Conſtantine ! ' | 
Conſt. Fauſta, Why not? a 1 
* "Art thou enjoy'd —_— Speuk,confe— 1 
That I may pardon thee : 
Fauſt. What you kngw, you-Know;:; 
You have betray'd me once, but ſhall no more: 
More! There's no more, but that I Love =. 
And whether he Loves me, the Gods can tell: 
I know the natural goodneſs of your temper, 
How e're tranſported will not Tet 5 yu klthim. 
Therefore I.leave you 
Conft. Stay and tell me when ;. 
When I may hope Loves Conſummation ſure? 
Fauſt, When you behold me Wedded to your Son,.. 
As you engag'd, and paſt your Royal word, 
When after many rowling years I bring you... 
A race of ſmiling Boys to bleſs your Age, BE 
To play about your Throne, and be your Caſars: 
Then may your happineſs compleated be, | 
Then may your Eyes the Conſummation ſee," 
But never hope tor uther joys front me. © © Ex Faulti. 
Conſt. What Arias ! help and free me from thys | pe 
Of Love and Nature. She Loves ; -She Loves Fn 
And tho ſhe hides it, is belov'd'agen. | 
Aris. What's your reſolve? To give her to your Son ? 
Conſt. No Arius , firſt I'll give hey ug ihs, Grave—— | 
Reſign a —_— All | 
Arius. Then Criſpus dies ** | gs 2h 
Conſt. If he has = enjoy d her , x6 harſivs,” Sr ae yore | 
For that | Loy'd him once is full as true a 
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As that, tho now he has ſin'd, 1 cannecharetiion, | 
Bur if enjoy'd! How ſhall ind it omtÞ | 
ll ſeife and Rack him. | 

Arius. How SirgRack your 6on! 

Conſt. By Heav'n *rwas well remember'd bya Vithio: 
Therefore 1 (wear thou ſhalt be Rack'r thy fell, | 

Arius, Who I, my Lord? | 

Conft. Ay Villain : Traitor, Thou ! 
ll Rack the Racker, till I find it out; 
For my miſgiving Heart ſays thou krow' mores 
Therefore, wheh next 1 ſevrhee, | bring me proof, 
She's not enjoy*d, her vows and vertwe clear ; 
Do't, or thy Death ſhall teach ſucceeding Kings 
No more by falſe reports to be abus'd | 
Bur ſtrait confront th* Accuſer with the Acewn'd,wwm. 
To prove the Treaſons urg'd againſt the Throne pas 
Or ſhow the Sycophants that ſet *em on: 


So ſhall the Soveraign-pow undtou | | 
$ Exnent. 


When ſuch Court Devils, ſhun the glorious Ray;- 
And drive hke Foggs, before the rifivngg Day, 


End qd. 48. 
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Enter Annibd! awd Settnia. 


a 
Amib. HE N you corifeft you did beſprak the Pidture Þ 
Tow ! ai you ow ho Lovehitn ! Love theTyairot ? 
Scren, Call bim.not, Trajtdr; Au#lhal, tie Who Tpoke 
The kindeſt things'of you. 
Annib. Wondrois Kind! 
Accurſt diſſernbler ! That could ſpeak for the, 
But ated for himſelf. 
Seren, Juſt contrary. | 
For when by {1gns, which alſſori ebiild not hide, 
] let him know my Love ; heturn'd away, 
Shaking his head as loth to ucderſtand me, 
Anger and pitty combating inhiis Fate, 
And with his bluſbes taught Serena ſhaine. 


. 


Amnib, 
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% Annib, Shamaleſs bimſelf, and Tegjias go niy friendſhip / 
For all I have heard, your Love has ferg'd rotive "Mg 

Seren. Heav'n knows ys true ! -— / ——o—_— -Y 
To his own diſgrace and your Immortal : 

In the moſt melting Terms and (weateRt-words 
That Heart could think, or Friendſhipcquld invent ; 
Therefore forgo my Lord, this fruitleſs paſſion, 
And ſpeak for Criſpus as he ſpoke for you. 

Aznib. | will ; and ſpeak fo lotid the Gods ſhall hear me -:- 
There! Take his Picture, feed your hungry paſſion, 
Tilkwith my Sword I carve another feaſt, 

To glut your fatal Eyes=—— 

Seren, Hold ; Whither go you? 

And what fierce purpoſe has your Heart in hand ? 

Avwnib. I\( tell thee: And if pofſible force awarnuty 
In that cold Breaſt; kindle a dying (park, 

In that inhoſpitable Lang of Love; 
And never ſee thee more——l go to glie, 
To blot my youth and glory from the World; 
Tho Conqueſt waits my Sword, I ſwear to die,. 
And make thee ſport with my untimely fall. 
Seren. Todie | By whom? For what? 
Amnnib. For Love of thee. 
But if I ſuffer by the Hand of Criſpas, 
And perjury ſhould ou in my rujne. 
Then you may revel in each others Arms, 
And laugh indeed at my ridiculous fortune. 
Yer, if revenging Ghoſts have power to ciſe,. 
Expect me at the Riot of your Joys: 
With hollow Eyes, to ſtare you in the Face, 
At midnight, loak to have your Curtams drawn ; 
Expe&t me in your Bed,a Coarſe of clay, : 
To claſp your trembling Limbs wah cold embraces, 
And print my gelid killes on your Lips, | 
So to revenge my death 4 nay 
And groan about youtill the dawning morim—— 
Seren. Stay——and 1'llcell thee ; *tis impofiiblemo—— 
{ Criſpu already isin Love with Faufa-—— 
He's gone to the executipn of his pur 
And Criſpus muſt be ſlain: Why then my Hour. 
Of Fate is come : What's that to Cru/pav aaurder ? 
He's gone to fight ; perhaps not give him leave, 
But take the Innocent at unawares ; 
Haſte after him, and by thy owndeſlruxtion, all » 
Prevent both ruins, follow the fate that wafts thee, . And 


Exu. 
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And let no ———_ {vcr are; patlage. m_ Exit, 


Enter Cooltantie, $yivelter, Dalmarus 


Conſt. Were you both F athers, andin I,ove like me; 
I no more doubr, what you would put in Aft, 
'Than now | doubt my ſelf, whoam OS 
Dalm. On what? 
Conſt. On Death. 
Sylv. Of whoa ? 
Conſt. Of any man 
hat knows, yet hides thb ſecret Treaſon from me. 
" Dalm. Has Criſpus own'd _ Lov's her? 
Conſt. Yes, in efte&t; 
For when I hrſt vetiiticatntiice bim, 
He ſtoprt me from enjoying her with Oaths. _ < 
He knew her falſe, at im. To whom? To him; 
To him himſelf : For this laſt night I prov'd5 
Drawing the ſecret from her by a wile, 
Which the before as craftily conceal 'd. 
Da/m. But have you married and en enjoy 'd. her, Sir? 
Conſt. O no; the Ceremonies and theducs, 
Without a bluſh were frontleſly deny'd : 
Inall the Heart of boyling Love deny'd: 
Not only from cilia ber that night, 
Bur, matchleſs impudence! deny'd tor ever: 
Now judge if *tis not fit I ſhould let go. 
The frugling Thunder, and deſtroy 'em both. 


Dalm. Not both— for yet you have not heard your Son ; 
Hear him bur plead 
Conſt. Then let him plead m time. -. Ex. Dali. 


The Bolts are brandift'r, and *twill be too late; 
To lift his blaited hands; when have hurt'd. 
Szlv. How far Sir, would your utmoſt ſearch extend ? 
Conſt. To knowit Actually they have embrac'd 
Each other, as 16 will th? have done already. 
Sytv. Be not toohaſty 2n your AnlwerSir, 
If I ſhould ask what theh;; What-then- mult follow ? 
Conſt. Death certain, on the inſtant ; 1mminent h; 
Death; And I ſwearnot allthe Gods ſhall ſave-him. 
Sytv. Ruin of piety ! Nor all hone? 
Thar your Religion ? (9'0; 2 
Conſt. Oh ar. yr Saint, . PAL 34 2 "RY | 
] am caten up with paſſion: So o'roarought, Vil! ; 9h 
Wuh r. ckin Love 1 knew nat what il '(.12d. ' 11 bd 1 Y 


"D þ : 0 ?| ber: By thy power = Vi hom 
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Whom thou remember'ſt well, F now adore. / | 1a nl 
His Death muſt waſh th' igceſtaoun Guilt away, © 1 - 4 29 
Sybv. Not laceſt, Sir ? 4 MV HO” $103; I + "31 33:1 | \ i DJ 7 


Conſt, Not it he has enjoy'd her ® + 1 
7:4 No: for 1s geove the Guile [nceft, | 
You muſt have married and enjoy'd her firf | 
Conſt. True ; but what makes his Crime deſerving Death 
More than imputed Treafn, Inceſt, ally nt i 4 0s 7 
All Faults by Art and Nature joyn'd'in one; | " 
If he has rouch'd her, ſhe muſt ne're be mi 
And that's a Cauſe fo pointing to his Fate, 
That Death's their due that offer to excuſe him. 
Silv. He comes. _—]'m (tenc'd. Nature, now or never. 


Enter Criſpus end Dalmatius. 
Criſp. O Emperour! for'-dare not call you Father, © 
Behold me at your Feet prepar'd for 
Conſt. O Criſpas! for | muſt not call thes Son, 
Juſtice ſurveys thee as a Criminal. Wc. 4 
Bur riſe then and hos : = like a Man for Lite. 
Come on, and look thy Father in the Face ; 
I call thee Traitor, und Ill prove thee one, .0. 
Who impiouſly, for all m | wr Love, | V/ 4 & 
Haſt dar'd to viotate my YL . 
Now anſwer Criminal. What canſt thou ſay 11.7% 
That Sentence ſhould not'peſs upon thy Treaſon? - | 
Criſp. Moſt aweful Emperor, my Judge and Father ! 
Father, alas! I would have offer'd firſt. 
Bur ſince you are not pleas'd it ſhould'be (6, 
Pll do as Criminals ſe; "and you conjmand s/ | /- 
Thus plead my Innocence at your" Bar; 
It either, Sir, I ſaw or lov'd the Pri 227 2m 
You were the only Cauſe, *twas you that ſent me : | 
So far from once but hinting this your"Contraft, 
You told me Sir, her Fate was'yet in dowbr ; | \ 
Which made me wonder when I'faw the Virgin, © | 
50 innocent, ſo beauriful, ſo young ? j<>4 
Which Charms did tore my Admiration move ; 
Wonder begot my Pity ; that my Love. 
Conſt. Bur if I told you that her Fate' was doubeful, 
I rgld you too, ſhe was a Foc to Rowe ; | 
, to think of foring her was Treafon, © 
Criſp. 1f Love be Treafon, Sir, 'Fown 1 em guilty ; 
Guilty indeed ; becauſe it was a fault, + a IB 4 b 
. n 


CONSTANTINE 
In any Caſe to wed without your KRnowilge: i ron ot 
But yer I hop'd, in time engages; fi ver of p 
And fo my Conſcience tells me ſtill you | 7 
Hzd you not been engag'd your ſelf before,” 
Conſt. Rebellion, gat. thy Parton, was thy. Thought: 
If otherwiſe, how canſt thou anſwer Traitor, 
For not confeing/all whey: tirk 4-met thee ? 
Criſp. Pardon me Sir, for that I had done too, 
Had you not told me hrſt you were betroth's; 
But conſcious then, how c I wes hnk'd, 
I durlt nor tempt your Wra 
Conft, How cloſely, Traitor! Halt thou then enjoy'd her ? 
Criſp. Can you forgive me? +/+ 
Con#t, No. By this ſhaking Fleſh 
Tho there thy Mother __ too by rhy lde. 
M thou haſt touch'd her, Death and Curſes on thee. 
Criſp. Oh by thoſe Knets and Hands which. | muſt bold, 
Racks, Racks, and Death ; bur not your Curſes, Sir. 
Conſt. It thou would'ſt have my Blefling, ſwear then, ſwear: 
Thou haſt not enjoy'd her. 
Criſp. Swear then to torgave' me. 
Con#t. Forgive thee, Villain! if thou haſt poſſeſt her, 
k, or be curlt. | 
Criſp. 1 will : bur give me time. 
Conſt. Let go. What time ? Thou haſt confek'd algeady 
By that Demand; I ſwear thoy haſt enjoy'd her../ 
Criſp. Swear not, and /V'll goatels this Moment. 
Contt, Whar ! ;. 
Criſp. O Heav'n, 
What if your Son has plighted holy Vows? | 
Conſt. Why then I make that, Vow-and, Marriage vains, 
"Therefore, it thou baſt nov.etabyac'e her. yer, - 1 
I charge thee, on my Bleſling, never hope it, | 
Nor-ever think of loving her «again. 
Criſp: Impoſſibilities! Were you a God, 
And doom*d me thus, I could not, Sir, obey you : 
For þ have {worn to love her while I have Lite ; 
And if Llove her I muſt hope Enjoyment. 
Con#t. Death then and Gueſes on thy Diſobedience ! 
Off Villain ! Traitor ! grovel there.on Earth. 
What, are you Plotters. rob? 'nay, then *tis time 
To haſte hrs Ruine, Ruine is thy doom; CAE 
And wing'd with all my Curls it fhall come. Ex. 24h Dalas..& Sylveſter: 
Criſp. Dalmatia —_ Sriuelte ! Call bim back, 
And I'll renounce my Love: Heav'n *tis tog muck... 


Bus 
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But hark ! ! hear a Voice cry,Criſpus come, 

Come to the thoughtleſs Grave _ all uw thil. 

It ſhall be & : up then, and fall a Man. 

Come forth, thou Miniſter of others Fatey; . 

And be thy Maſters now | Where art thou, Fau#a? 


Where 1s my Love to cloſe my dying Eyes ? 
Enter Anmbal. 


Amnib. Hi, Traitor! Art"thou then prepar'd for Dexth ? 
Criſp. Yes Anmbal, I will receive it calmly, 
From any Hand. but thine. What have I mad 
"That he ſhould call me Tranxor? 
Amnnib. Guard thy ſelf, 
Or elſe by, Heav'n thou dy Nt. 
Criſp. Hold. 1: poſlible ! ſo quickly ? 
Can the delire of re loſe a Friend! 
My Father I offended, but not Thee; 
Execute then the Ruine which he doo | 
Ungrateful Man. I will not make Defence, , 
* But ſpread my Arms tembrace the Death he (ends me. 
Amnnib. What thou deſerv'ſt from bim I ocither koow = 
Nor care, refoly'd upon my own Revenge ; 
Not bur I think the Man whe did his Fuend 
So horrible a Wrbng as thou haſt done, 
Is fit for any Miſchigt. /- Therchgre the. 
Criſp Never to hght with theez not tho oy. Father b 
Shoul i; my Love. Therefore | ſheath my Sword ,. , 
Amnib. Traywor, Coward. 
Criſp. Oh Annibal, | knowl am no Traytgr. 
And . whoſe Lite I have fo olt-preſerv d,. Fo 
Know'ſt but roo well 1 qa do Lame tans ew all wed 
Anveib. Draw. 

Draw then, or periſh. By the Gods Pl kill thee ; Sirikas him with bis Sword. - 
Be what thou wilt : and take this 4@ provoke thee, 
Criſp. Well Anuibal. "Tiy well T how haſt done. well. : 

Yer thus much wg am I content to bear ;; | 


, 


No longer, oh ungrefctul for thy fakes } - 

Who injur'ſt me, yet will nat tell the Cauſe. 

But for thy noble Father 1 will f \ way thee, 2 ng 

Spare thee thus far; (@thou teſolve to Jeave me, =Y 
Lanes. Nor: per2 Why: then dagibese. | 
Criſp. Bur the next bbs 62 &* e 1'41 

Be mine : Humanity can bear tf AR; cots fs, 
——_ | have my Death, ind pow ny He gn j! Guy 
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riſþp. Cut off my Hand. 
Amnib. Criſpm, thou haſt wrong'd me. | 
Criſp. Speak how, and where ? | Evtes Screna. 
Amnnib. See, ſhe comes to tell thee. 
Serena, Oh Serena: Dies. 
Criſp. Gone for ever ! 
Seren. Oh, never to return! and [, alas, 
Who could not love again, the wretched Cavſe ! 
Criſp. The Curſed Caute, 
Seren. Call me not Curſed, Criſper, 
Who think no Bleſſing equal to thy Love. 
Criſp. Wert thou a Man, by Heay'n ſuch Love I bear thee, 
I think that 1 ſhould ſeek rhee through the World ; 
To giveihee Death 
Seren. Take then the Death you threaten, 
Prepare to ſufter by a Virgins hand. 
Criſp. Kill me, and I'll forgive thee Amnibal's Death : 
But take this Sword, yet recking with his Blood, 
And thruſt it through- my Heart. 
Seren. Yet hold Serena: O42 
What will become of him when thou art ſlain ? 
Kill himſelt laſt, ard thar I would prevent. 
Criſp. Why doſt thou ſtay? | Y 
Emter Sylwelter. 
Silv. Criſpas, 1 come to tell thee, Thy Farher-will not bear us... 
Seren. T ake theſe Swords, - 
Without Reply, ——or Cri | 
Sylv. Crifpms Dearh ! ( 
I thank thee Heav'n ! that ſent me to preſerve him. Ex. 
Criſp. Why haſt thou thus delay'd my Rune ? 
Seren. 'To make thy 'Tormemts G 
Live, that my Ghoſt and AnnibdaPs may beunt thee ; 
Yet when | come, believe, for all my 'T hreatnings, 
My Soul ſhall feek thee in « gemle form : 
Court thee to Cells, and to the Garden ſhade, 
And tell thee there, "whar Love with us is made ; 
What Fires the Fiends for willtull Merder-make ; 
And what my Spirit ſuffers tor thy ſake. * 


But hark ! I'm call'd behold the Dead awake. 
They waft me, Cri/par, to the ſleepy Shove, 
And I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. | Ex. Seven. 
Griſp. She's gone : and takes the meavs of Dearh roo from me: 
So what's.the next ? What have the Fates to add 1.5 wls 11H + 


To my paſt Sufferings? Lightning biaſt ov,” (i - 
Mountains fall on nie, gpe to the Center Eanhb, T | & 
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To hide me from my friend. Enter Dalmatius 
Dalm. Why my deareſt Criſpas ! but afar 
In vain | urg'd thy Father, deaf to aff, 4 


Our prayer remorſleſs, rocky and unmoy'd, 
Yet thin —— cho a preſy'd wi = Love. 
Criſp. Therefore in great requiral for thy Love 
3. and let thy Blood congeal to \ Soy 
Behold thy Anmbal, butcher'd. by this Hand. . 
Dalm. Cold, cold-my Boy. Criſpzs. Have I-—have 1? 
But I waſte time by ſuch unmanly wailing. 
Take to thy Sword. 
Criſp. Thou ſeeſt I've none : but ſtrike —- 
Dalm. What could provoke thee to this horrid deed ? 
Criſp. His jealouſie, and Anger of the Heav*as : 
Jealous I robb'd hum of Serexa's Love. - 
He call'd me Traitor, Coward, ſtrook me twice, 
Before | drew, than ran upon my*Sword. 
. Dalm. Whatever happen'd—|'m a wretched Father, 
And thou haſt robb'd me of an only Child, 
Therefore hergafter we no more are qne, 
Wheree're I go ll ask before I enter 
If Criſpmt be not there? that I may ſhun thee. 
Theretore if thou halt any Gratitude 
For thoſe kind offices, which 1 bave done thee, 
Fly thefe ſad Eyes, as I will ran from thine, 
To moan my Son, and bowl my life away. Ex, Dalmativs. 
Criſp. Sol. And whither thou? Thou heap of walking woe! 
Thou that haſt wt thy Father Curſe upon thee ; 
Kill'd thy beſt friend,and ruin'd all that Lov'd thee— 
Where will at laſt thy Cruel fortune drive thee? 
Hence tearthy Robes: And naked fly the World ; 
Unmantled to the Weather, wander on : 


To ſome dark wild, where Sun-beam never ſhone. Ex. Criſpus, 
Scene II. 
Enter Conſtantine, Kyius, Fauſta, Sylveſter, 
Farf. Sir his Youth ——— 
Conft. I have confider'd all- | ' 
But find thy Love fo rooted in my heart 


Lawuſt forgo my life, or loſe my Claim. 
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Yet mayk how deep thy tears have wrought my temper, 
If rhou wile ſwear to null my mpaiegs with tim, 
By wedding me in publick, and, this aight, 
By making me thy Lord— + 
Fauſt. No Sir, *tis impoſſible, yet if you'll ſwear, 
To ſave your Son if I ſhould prove him guiltles : 
I'll tell you wonders Sir, which otherwiſe 
Not Racks ſhall &re compel. 
Conſt. Forbid ut Heav*n! I ſhould deſtroy the guilcleſs, 
Tho ſtrangers to my blood, much leſs my San : 
Therefore | ſwear by Heav'n and all the Saints, 
Prove Criſpas innocent he ſhall not die. 
Fauſt. Be witneſſes, Oh Arius and SylveFeer ! 
What he has ſworn : Let Criſpus ſtrait be call'd, 


And quitted of his Crime : Run, Arizs, haſte , —_ 

That I may ſee the Royal friendſhip made. Ex. Aris. 
Conſt. By an entire ſurrender of thy (elf, 

To me. 


Fauſt. To Criſpus 
Conſt. By all thy former Oaths I ſwear to me. 
Fauſt. 1 told you, *twas impoſſible before, 
And now confirm it. 
Contt, How? 
Fauſt. | am married. 
Conſt. Curſes and Vengeance. Married ! ſay by whom ? 
Fauit. To Criſpus. 
Conff. When? Thou falſe one ; When? And where? X 
Fauſt. Here in your Palace , on that happy night, 
Before you made your dreadful triumph. 
Conſt. Dreadful indeed : For now the wretch ſhall dic, 
Tho Angels pleaded 
Sylv. Emperor, you have ſworn. . 
Conft. I know it Sir, to ſparethe innocent blogd ; 
Bur I will prove him now. 
Fautt. Whine as the Saints ; 
By all the powers of Heav*n and Earth I ſwear, 
"T'was I that puſh'd the marriage; Conſcious þtore, 
\What I had ſworn to you; nay calt the Veil © 
Ot Modeſty aſide to make him ure, 
And after Marriage, -you may-ghels the reſt, ; | 
Conſt. Oh Curke ! Vengeance! Curſes yet unthought: 
Such Curſes as thou wilt let fly at me, |, 4... 15 - * 
When thou ſhalt ſee his Head beneath the Ax, lu Ep 
vid: bridd 1 


- 


Even Womans Curſes on thee. adit btn trons ) 4161 
Sylv. How Sirgthe Ax' REIT III PASS AP 
voy 901 a ,3 n 1 ' Fate 
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Enter Arius with Criſpus, 


Conf. Dolt thou not find the Traitor ? 
But ſec he comes. Ohrthou-diflembler, anſwer; 
Didſt thounot tell me, whea thy life was ſtak'd, . 
"This marriage was not yet conſummate, fpeak. 
Criſp. "Tis true dread Sir, 
Conft. Mark all he has confeG'd! 
His own mouth has condema'd him——he ſhall die. 
.Criſp.-l own'd Sir, | was marry'd-——but conte(s'd 
no further. 
Conjt. How Traitor ! 
Did 1 not forcethe Queſtion often ? 
Criſp. True ; 
Which I as often wav'd with low fubmitſions 
Canf. Yet thole thy low ſubauilions all were lies. 
For well thou know'lt thy ſubtle working wrought me 
To afatisfaQhon that thou hadſt not rolleſt her. 
Criſp. That was alas my Crime. 
Conſt. That Crime was Treaſon : 
Purpoy'd abuſe. A Plot upon thy Father. | 
Nay the whole Cozenage Row thee rank in (in, 
Or Ha! —— How know I yet ſhe is enzjoy'd. 
F have but thy wan and her's,, and both are 'Traitors, 
Bur ſee my Brother comes to joyn my Juſtice. 


Enter Dalmatius. 


Dalm. What, Criſpus here ? 
Conſt. Stay, my Dalmatius,ſtay. 
Dalm. Your pardon Sir, 
here's one among you, whom I cannot ſuffer, 
And Criſpus knows the Cauſe. Exit. Dalm, 
Criſþ. Come back, and hear it then, 
Hear thou unhappy Father, hear me own 
The murder which this Curſed hand comminted, 
"That band that ſlew the wretched Anmbel. 
Conſt. Annibalſlin! O Traitor! And by thee! 
I; murder added to thy Treaſon too ? 
Criſp. It ſhall not (tand me Sir inſtead. to ſay, 
Mi Amnnibal forc'd me to his ruin. 
For ſee lay my Body at your Feet, 
And plead for Death, as othets begg for Lite. | 
Conſt. Cleamtbes take him———Criſp*s thou ſhalt die, 


48 C ONSTANTINE 
"Therefore be this our fatal laſt farewell. 
One ſtruggle more. His Mother's in buy 

Fauſt. And whete's his Father ; bur in all his form ? 
His every grace; his ſmiles———All bur his frowns : 

» So exatt in Body, Qualities of Mind, 
That if you kill your Son, you kill your (elf. 
Oh therefore liſten to the call of Nature, 
And once more view him with an Eye of Mercy. 

Conſt. T have lookt my laſt, and now am Judg agen. 
Cleantbes! Take *em both: They re both your Priſoners, 
Criſpus and Fauſta. _ Arits-——look you to 'em! 
Keep 'em apart ; and wait me in my Cloſet—— 
What yet agen? *Tis thelaſt tugg of Nature—— 
And yet another Why that ſigh uncall'd %—— 
And theſe wet Eyes? Oh-——it I longer ſtay! 

My vowsof Juſtice will diſſolve away=—m— Ex.with Sylveſter. 
Mavent Criſpes, Fauſta, Arius, Guard. 
Fauſt. Ruin on ruin, let deſtruction core, 
With all the wings of the moſt violent death, 
Yet arm'd with Innocence, Ill face the Gorgon, 
And brave his bloodieſt Terrors: But thy death, 
My Cr:/pzs death, my ſpirit cannot bear ——— 
Therefore I have reſolv'd, and think not Criſps, 
Think not tby tears ſhall move me from my purpoſe. 
Criſp. Speak Fauſta; {i cometheſe Earthquakeshere? 
And theſe o'reflowings? hy do the fighsredouble ?' 
Fauſt. Becauſe my deareſt life; my all ; my Criſpmr, 
Soul of my Soul, that's martyr*d for y Love 
I am refoly'd rath@ then ſee thy death, 
To wed thy Father —— 
Criſp. Ha! Dol hear thee truly? 
Burt ſpeak agen, for I'll not truſt my ſenſes. 

Fauſt. To wed him _—_ 

Criſp. Sorrow (are diftratts thee. —— 

Fauſt. No——tis th* effe&t of reaſfon-— 

That makes me defp'rate in this laſt reſolve=——— 
Criſp. No more of this. Haſte, caſt the poaton vp, 
Tis Hell that rempts thee to Ereraal ruin. 
"Therefore if thou defir*ſt my ſpint ſhou'd part 
In peace, and leave my Love and bleſling with thee ; 
Pepent this laſt reſult of rhy deſparr, 
Leit | conclude thee falſe. 
' Fauſt. How falle, my Criſpzs ? £& ng 

Criſp. Falſe to thy Vows, unconſtame torhy Love, iT 

And that thy Soul unable fora cu, 


Ghoſe 
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Choſe rather to ſuſlain an infamous life, -, 
- Then die with honor. - a. 
Fauſt. Oh keannort bearir!. 
Criſp. Not when | begg thee with ny lateſt breath ——. -* 
Fauſt. Thy death my Deir !* And1 the hated Cauſe? 

Criſp. Theretore | Love thee: And wou'd die agen , 
For ſuch another proof of thy afeRtion.” ; 
Fauſt. As wrought thy death ?— 

Criſp. Thy e was to ſaveme, 
And die thy (el ercfore ler's fall rogether— 
Be not caſt down, my Fair : But raife thy Eyes, 
Thoſe watry ſetting Suns, ſhine forth, my Fauſt «, . 
And make our Love look beautifulin ruin. ——— | 


. 


Per Souldrer. 
Arius. The Emperor ſends agento have you parted. 
Fauſt. Oh Crifius 1 Whither now ? 


Cr:ſp. To our - name, : 
Where purer Spirits drink immortal Air : 
And thin clad Souls in flying Chariots move, 
And give, and rake, an everlaſting Love. | 
Fauſt. Such Love grant Heav'n, our meeting Souls betide, 
Which no inhumane Father may divide: | 
Where at firſt fight, our minds enlarg'& may ſpread; 
Thro' all the ſpace, and know the mighty Dead.” | 
Such is my hope : But, Cri/pze, What my fear ? 
If I ſhould feck: B r had you there 
Criſp. One laſt Embracg,) Oh Faufa! do not ſtain, 
Our bliſs with fears, we n 1 
Through all the Heav'n 1 & 
To ev'ry Saint my Pray | . | td 
Nor ſhall the happy taſt a nyoments reſt: a 
Till ſome kind Angel guides my wandring Eyes, 
And ſhews me wherg thy charming ſpirit flies. 
Then Crown'd with joys, we never knew before, }-' 
: + Extunt, 


Wel waſte the ſtock of Loves immortal ſtore, 
An crucl Farefhull never part us more. 


. # . 
, r 4 : z 
I 3.:15 i 
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End 49. | At. 


CONSTANTINE 


The Fifth A&: Scene 1/. 


— —— Ce... ee ma 


' Enter Dalmatiuz and Serena. 


Seren. Ow Sir, you haveirall, the whole ſad ſtory 
Of your Sos, his Love and mine : 
Serene*s Guilt, and Criſpas ; 
Therefore if you-ask blood, and would revenge him ; 
Here waits his Murdreſs, for the ſtroak of death. 
- But hate not Cri/pus: Hate not the Innocent : 
Much leſs —_ tothe Murder of your frxend, 
Your faultleſs, guiltleſs, roo deſerving friend ; 
The _— beſt, of all the Imperial Race. 

Dalm. No more: There needs no'more ; my.Son i dead : 
Eternal peace attend him: A few fad drops, 
And now no more ; Serena, I believethee. 

My Heart ayows th* Inagcence of my friend; 
Which I had own'd before, had not the wounds- 


Of Annibal, lain green Soul; 

But that I now forgive him-be witnela, 
Be witneſs Heav*n, and thilaſt —_ 
I now put on to ſave my Cre/pus ti 

Or loſe my own. [oy 

Seren. O let me kneel to (nech exalted Virtue. 
Bur Sir, be quick to fave liung.or this geodaels 
Will come too late. 

Dalm. Where 1s the Emperor 7 

Seren. Lockt in his-/Cloker,  deabto the Peaples-cries-: 
Fly Sir, I ſaw him paſsin fury by, 

With Arizs in diſcourſe, | 

Dalm. | fear that Teaitor. 

Seren. Yourfears my Lord, are gaine. I neverlik'd hun, 
"The Pitture which he gave your Son, has ſhown him: 
He has all the marks, we Virgins reckon Omenous, 

A. pale, down look, red Hair, and 'Jeering Eyes,. 
Miſchief is in him : He's with th* Emperor now, 
Perhaps ſolliciting the fate we fear. 
I-met em Sir, and in ar ; / 
Who firſt receiv'd me kindly ; but at the name 
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of ous frown'd, and ſhook me from his arm. 
. Fear not, as thou haft counſel'd, I will join 
Sylveſter on the inſtanc. 
Seren. Force the door, 
If he refuſe to let you in, do all | 
That pity, love, and friendſhip can inſpire, 
Do all that I would do, were I Dalmatius. Ex. Several; 


me — —___C_ 
F 
DE — 
— 


Seene IT. 


ul Enter Conſtantine and Arius. 


The Scene a Bedchamber. 
A Bowl and a Dagger on the Table. 


Conf. Rins! 
4 A Arias. Sir. 
Conſt. I am reſoly'd tobe at reſt, 
Thou art my friend, Phyſician, 1 am fick, 
Sick evento death; Reach me rbat goblet hither. 
The Dagger too. | 
Arias. Sir, 
Conft. What an caſic matter 
It were for any man, in any Caſe, 
Tho Rack't with th* Gour, Stone, any kiad of torture, 
With one of theſe to ſleep? , 
Arins, For ever Sir? 
Conſt. Right Arivs. 
Arins. there is Poiſon in the Bow), 
Conſt. There is moſt deadly. 
+ Arias. May I, Sir, preſume 
To ask for what ? 
Conſt. Arizs, thou art my fried, 
I think roo, thou would'ſt venture life. Why yes !- 
'Tis Poiſon, and Pl tell thee roo for what: 
To ſee how long a Dog will bea dying. 
Or ſay, whatit we try'dit on a man ; 
Some Enemy that Laws will not take hold of ? 
Arins. Sir, I underſtand you. 
Conſt. Look then youdo: How doſt thou underftand me ? 
Arixs. Why thus you paſt your Oath, your Son ſhov'd live, 


If. Fayfs prov'd him Inaccenc. \ 
x Hz Conf. 
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Conf. "Tis true: s a 
And ſpite of my revenge, my Heart muſt clear him. 
Arms. Right Sir, I hind it, you are grip'd in Conſcience, 
Now if a Friend ſhould help you: So: or fate 
Not always anſwering molt mens ExpeCtations, 
Should call your Son to Heay*n. 
Conſt. To Heav*®n Arins ! 
Arius. To Heay*n, or Hell, it matters not for that, 
So.he be out o'th* way, and you not know'r. 
Conſt. And I not know*t? 
Arms, No Sir, nor I, Whatthen? 
How then! you never {ce him more. 
And lo tarewell Plltakethis Poiſon with me. 
Conſt. Stay ſtay ! Come back, 
How ſtrange a guilt is mine, whodare not ſpeak, 
But indirectly , . what my Soul defires 
Directly done. Why ſhou'd I hide my thoughts 
From thee ? 
Arins. Why Sir indeed? 
Conſt. When no Eye ſees. 
Arius. None. 
Conſt. None but the Eye of Heav'n. 
But Walls they ſay have Ears: Therefore we'll whiſper 
This Horrid, Barbarous; and Unnatural Murder ! 
Give him his Choice. Tell him I cannot live, 
Ualeſs he dies : Tellhim I ſtrove toſave him, 
And nature pleaded wonders in his Cauſe. 
Arizs. V\1 ſtabb him brit, and tell him after. 
Conſt. No, Poiſon's the gentler Fate. Thou arttoo lowed — 
O Conſcience how it heaves, within my boſom 


Arius. Conſcience ! The Souls riſing of the Lights. Drink Blood 


Conſt. Blood ſay'ſt thou! What the Bluod of Cri/pus ? Hark! 
Who's there? Run to the Door ! SaylI am not well, | 
VII not be ſeen tonight, 

Arins. Your fancy Sir. 

Conſt. I thought I heard my Mothers Vaice. 

Bur ſhe's long dead : *T'was as thou ſay*ſt, my fancy, 
My fear, my guilt that haunts me: But begone, 

If he mult fall there is no hiding it : | 

Call it no longer Murder, but « Juſtice, 

Survey him as a Thief that robb'd thy Soul 

Of all its wealth : Arius how am I now? | 

Arius. All Emperor. And Sir Il haſte to obey you. 

Conſt. "Thou ſhalt : But go not Arius, till I ſend thee— 
All Emperor, and Judge. But where's the Father? 


Work 
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Work me there Nature, fave him if thou canſt ; 
Remember him as once thy boſom-love. 

- Arins, I like not this Remembrance. 

Conſt. Remember the whole Progreſs of his Life; 
Obedient all, ev'n in his Infant Years: : 
When every Morning to my Bed-ſide he came, 
And as I bleſthim, thank'd me with his Tears. 


Serena knocking wit boudt: . 


Seren. My Lord, the Emperovur. 
Cont. Arizs, hark. Who's there ? 
Hark, *tis my Wite. Run to the door. My Wife! 
She's riſen from the! dead to fave my Son. 
Seren, | will have Audience. 
Ari. Madam, you muſt not enter. 
Conſt. Arivs, Let her in. _ Enter Serena 
Seren, C#ſar, Save thy Son; 
Save him in time; the People are in Arms. 
Dalmatius, with the Guards, is gone to quell 'em. 
Conſt. How! mutiny? And in my Sons behalf ? 
Is this the courſe to ve him ? Arins hence——— 
And execute my 
Seren, May [I think it? 
A Bowl of Poiſon, Sir: Is that your Order ? 
Con#Ft. There is no Myſtery now to be coneeal'd—. 
"Fis as you ſaid: And Criſpzs dies this Minute, 
Arias away. 
Seren. He ſha'n't, till you hear me. 
Think Sir, ob think ! 
Conft, Pve thought too much already : 
But with this laſt Revolt my Heart is ſteel'd ; 
Though as you enter'd | was fooling 'Time 
With ts of Mercy. 
Seren. And has this curſed Wretch- prevented you ? 
Conſt. Dalmatins and Sylveſter will be bere = 
To hirider Juſtice : Break her Hold. Away. 
Seren. Fall then Serene firſt. And ſtay that fury. Stabs ber feff. 
Con#t, Arias, come back. What haſt thou done Serena ? 
Seren. I've paid the Debt of Nature &re my Time. 
Conſt. "T'was a tog honeſt Part, What.was the Cauſe? - 
Seren. "The Love © Cope; ha ng of him you hate. L 
Bur let this Victim to es ant T6: 


CT \ Evtey 
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Enter Dalmatius and Sylveſter. 
Your Brother here ! In me. 
Your Son is now reveng'd. ain the Emperout——— 
And look to Arizs. Oh! $he dies. 


Dalm. TheJoys of Heav'n, 
And an eternal Requiem waſte thy Soul. 
Couft. Brother, How are the People ? 
Dalm. All huſh'd again. 
Why will you harbour, Sir, that Snake about you, 
That puts you on theſe fatal Reſolutions? 
For, elſe could it be poſſible a Prince 
So good, (o full of every Kingly Grace, 
Should once conceive « Though to put his Son, 
His guiltleſs Son, to an untimely Death, 
Without the Inſtigation of a Devil ? 
Sylv. Conſider, Ceſar, you that have had the Glory 
By Miracles from Heav'n to be converted : 
We know your Paſſion manacles your Reaſon ; 
But here are Hands to help you. ws 
Con#?. 1s that then the Reſult of all your Reaſon ? 
To hope for ſober Attions from a Mad-man ? 
Dalm. Not till the Frenzy leaves him. But we know 
You are not ſo far gone, to loſe all Temper. 
Your Hopes, and Fears, your broken Reſolutions, 
Are Symptoms all of a moſt noble Nature, 
Where Judgment ſeems half funk, but not quite drown'd. 
Cou#t. Why this I can alledge az well as you,; 
I know the Lawrels which ve worn fo lon 
Muſt wither : It my Son ſhould find a Grave, 
My preſent Fame, and Glory too hereafter, 
Is all upon the hazard : But what then ? 
I ſce the Storm before me threatning Wrack, 
I fre the Shelves, but who can t the Shore ? 
$y1. Caſt over-board the Casker of your Love: 
| know *ts precious ; but *twill ſmk you, Sir. 
Divorce MP#r, Sir; and give her to your Son. 
Conſt. Forgo my Fauſta! *tis impoſlible. 
Dalm. Nothing's Impoſſible to a Mind refolr'd : 
But paſs beyond Sybveſter's mild Remonſtrance, 
And eaſe your Love by Death; by Fauffa's Death. 
When ſhe is paſt Recall you'll love no more 5  '. 
Envy no more. 


Con/+, It that could be refolv'd= 


The 
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The -+ mg were a great - *y 
more you t more the Theug 
See but the KGerdace of Counlellors ; EIS 
What Colours good and bad can give to Reaſon. 
Hud Arinus ſtay*d, by this time you had doom'd 
Your Son to Death ; who now have gain'd the Conqueſt, 

Conft. Would balf were gain'd : yet, fiace the Start was noble, 
Fil try to win in this Olympick Race. 
Tho billy all the way, and at tae Gole 
The Summit touches Heav*n. 

Dalm. Urge the Neceſlity ; ſhe or Criſp s dies: 
Th' innocent Criſpus, or the guilty F 
That after all het Vows, could thus , you. 
Deceive you both, Who if your Son were dead, 
No doubt, as quick would praftife with another. 

Conſt. By Heay*n, why not ? She that could ſwear, and was, 
Forſworn, may ſwear and be forſworn again: 
Oh! I remember now with what a Look, 
An Angel-look, ſhe vow'd. 

Dalm. Yet with that Look, 
This Angel, like a Devil, drew-in your Sen : 
| Methinks the very groſſacs of the Cheat 

m_ ro you loath her. 
4 

Da . Dereſt and ſcorn her. 
Conſt. Scorn on her Scorn, and Death Difdain ſucceed ; 


By! Marty, by Empire, te ſhall bleed 


Dake No Sir; T Dead, or x nothing, 

Baniſh her to day, and ſhe'll be here to morrow : 
Down with her, down; dwell on her perjur'd Vows, 
When the ſame Breach that ſwore ber yours for ever 
Dam'd her anorhers. 

Conſt. Arius, bring her forth. | 
She dieg ! ll ſweat and bleed, but I will conquer—- 
Call, call my Son. Henceforth but name-a Woman, 
Tis reaſon to my Ear: Why, what a Plague 
Might ſhe have here engender'd Forc'd a Father h 
To put his guiltleſs Son to horrid Death: 

Dalm. Royally usg'd. By Heav'n *ewas ever San 
Where Women had to do. "Therefore behold her 
As a Gan to the State, 

D The Bane of 

Conft. And the Rot of Power ! 


Yet: 
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Yet there Ill ſtay and fix my Imagination, 

On all their Miſchicts, Murders, Maffacres. 

And Seas of Blood they have ſpile in former Ages. 
Woman, no more. And when my Heart is going, 
Sound but that Name, the proyiu ſpell ſhall bind 
Beyond Circean and e/£gypti arms, 

"Twill raiſe the-loweſt Devils up in ſwarms, : 
Unhinge the Globe, and put the World in Arms. 
Woman that dooms us all to one ſure Grave, 


And faſter damas than Providence can fave. Exit. 


\ 
-— Enter Con(tantine 2nd Fauſta. 


Conſt. Fauſts, thou art'falſe, forſworn. 
Fauſt. | lay fo too. #/\ 
Conſt. Therefore ſhalt dye. 
Fauſt. I have no other Wiſh. 
Conſt. What, not to live, 
It I ſhould pardon thee ? 
Fauſt. T kat were Life indeed ; 
To gain your Pardon, and to live for Criſþas. 
Conſt. No, Wretch! remember as you ſwore to me, 
I now return; it is impoſlible, 
Yer thou ſhalt dye for Criſpus. 
Fauſt. And not with him, Sir? 
Conſt. No; I've decreed 
That thou ſhalt dye to fave him. 
Fauſt. But have you, Sir, decreed to love him too 
On Fauſta's Death ? 
Conſt. | haws. 
*Fauſt, Oh! then the Gods 
Have heard my Pray*rs, which, next to living for him, 
Was, ſtill ro dye to fave him. 
Fauſt, Yer grant me Sir in Death 
One laſt Farewel. 
Conſt. No ; thou haſt look'd thy laſt. 
Fauſt. Yet you may let 'em bear me by his Window ; 
If it be poflible ro ſnatch a Glance, 
And not delay-my Execunon, Sir. 
Conſt. She weeps ; and there is Magick in her Tears. 
[ ſhall weep too. Bring ſorth the Poiſon. Haſte— 
She ſhall not ſtay the making of a Bath. 
What Arms / 
Ari. Sir. J rr, | 
Conſe. Give her the 1 on and ſce her dye. 


Fg 
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Fauſt. Stay Sir, comeback. { heve no load upon me——— 
But what you all may know: give me the Bowl ; 
Pll drink it for my Love. Alas my Lord, 
Methinksone laſt tarewel , had not been much ; 
Bur ſince you judge it Sir unftite——Pll die, 
Without complaining, Therefore tell my Love... 
That my laſt Pray'r was for his life and yours. 
Conſt. Hold Fauſta: Arias, take the Poiſan from her, 
And bring the Bath. My Son ſhall fee her die, 
Call Cri/pme bither, fince her Fates decreed , 
'T were juſt he ſhou'd be harden'd with the view. 
She weeps agen. And with the trick unmans me, 
Spire of my vows, ſhe works my Lyon Heart 
And melrs me into Love. Haw fares my Faufa? - 
Fauſt. Sir. 
Conft. Thy hand before we part for ever. Faufta-— 
Tamloſt Pm yanquiſh't. With a touch o'recome—— 
Dalm. Wake Sir. Whertare you ? 
Conſt. Ha ! 
Dalm. Sylveſter's here: 
And Criſpas waits. 
Conſt. Why then ſhe dies agen: 
Haſte, Bring hin»in, bring him to my relief. 
The earning of a Father comes upon me, | 
And my Soul longs to meet him. Faufts, turn ; k 
Turn thy bright Eyes on death : And carry fires 
To ſcorch new Worlds ; bur warm the old no more. 
For here's the riſiag Sun, to eclipſe thy-beams. 


Enter Criſpus with Sylveſter. 


© Criſpus! Who that has beheld our diſtance ? 

That infinite ſpace that paſſion caſt betwixt us, 

Would e're have thought we thus ſhould meet oy? 
Criſþ. What can be added, Heav'n, to ſuch a kindneſs : 
Conft. What CrifÞus | What indeed ro-make it laſting ? 

See*lt thouthar fair one ? 

Criſp. Sir, you give me hopes ; 'Tho dafſh't with fears. 

But hold, perhaps | have to death offended, 

For {mning but 1n wiſh: A dawning joy, 

Shines in her Eyes, and revels ir her fnules, 

Which ſeem to tell me, we ſhall both be happy. 

Conft. Would'ſt thou be happy im thy Fathers Love ? 
Criſp. Judge me-you Powers, if that be not my thought : 
utmoſt reach of my extended Soul, : 


_ 
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Yet there Il tay and hx my Imagination, 

On all their Miſchicts, Mar , Malkicres 

And Seas of Blood they have fpilt in former Ages. 
Woman, no more. And when my Heart is going, 
Sound but that Name, the pow'rful ſpell ſhall bind 
Beyond Circean and e£gyptian Charms, 

"Twill raiſe the-loweſt Devils up in ſwarms, : 
Unhinge the Globe, and put the World in Arms. 
Woman that dooms us all ro one ſure Grave, 


And faſter damnas than Providence can fave. Exit. 


Enter Conſtantine and Faults. 


Conſt. Fauſta, thou art falſe, forſworn. 

Fauſt. | lay fo too. 

Conſt. Therefore ſhalt dye. 

Fauſt. I have no other Wiſh. 

Conſt. What, not to live, 
It I ſhould pardon thee ? 

Fauſt. TT hat were Life indeed ; 
To gain your Pardon, and to live for Criſþas. 

Conſt. No, Wretch! remember as you ſwore to me, 
I now return; it is impoſſible. 
Yet thou ſhalt dye for Criſpus. 

Fauſt. And not with him, Sir? 

Conſt. No; I've decreed 
That thou ſhalt dye to fave him. 

Fauſt. But have you, Sir, decreed to love him too 
On Fauſta's Death ? 

Conſt. | have. 

Fauſt, Oh! then the Gods 
Have heard my Pray'rs, which, next to living for him, 
Was, ſtill ro dye to fave him. 

Fauſt, Yet grant me Sir in Death 
One laſt Farewel. 
Conſt. No ; thou haſt look'd thy laſt. 

Fauſt. Yer you may let 'em bear me by his Window ; 
If it be potlible ro ſnatch a Glance, 
And not delay my Execution, Sir. 

Conſt. She weeps ; and there is Magick in her Tears, 
I ſhall weep too. Bring ſorth the Poiſon. Haſte— 
She ſhall not ſtay the making of a Bath. 
What Aris ! 

Ari. Sir. | 

Conſt. Give her the Poiſon. Haſte and ſee her dye. 


mw al 
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A Fauſt. Stay Sir, comeback. { heve no load upon me—— 
Bur what you all may know: gwe methe Bowl ; 
Pll drink it for my Love. Alas my Lord, 
Methinks one laſt tarewel , had not been much ; 
Bur ſince you judge it Sir unfht——Pl! die, 
Without complaining, Therefore tell my Love... 
That my laſt Pray'r was for his life and 
Conſt. Hold Fauſta: Ariz, take the Poiſon from her, 
And bring the Bath. My Son ſhall fee her die, 
Call Cri/pas hither, fince her Fates decreed , 
"T were juſt he ſhou'd be harden'd with the view. 
She weeps agen. | And with the trick unmans me, 
Spite of my vows, ſhe works my Lyon Heart 
And melts me into Love. Haw fares my Faufa? 
Fauſt. Sir. 
Conſt. Thy hand before we part for ever. Fauſta-— 
I amloſt Pm vanquiſh't. With a touch o'recome—— 
Dalm. Wake Sir. Whertare you ? 
Conſt. Ha! 
Dalm. Sylveſter's here: 
And Criſpus waits. 
Conſt. Why then ſhe dies agen: 
Haſte, Bring hirti in, bring him to my relief. 
The earning of a Father comes upon me, 
And my Soul longs to meet him. . Fauſt, turn ; 
'Turn thy bright Eyes on death : And carry fires 
To ſcorch new Worlds ; but warm the old no more. 
For here's the riſing Sun, to eclipſe thy-beams. 


Enter Criſpus with Sylveſter. 


© CriſÞus! Who that has beheld our diſtance ? 
That infinite ſpace that pafſion caſt betwixt us, 
Would e're have thought we thus ſhould meet kc 
Criſp. What can be added, Heav'n, to ſuch a kindnefſs ! 
Conft. What Crifdus | What indeed to make it laſting ? 
See*lt thourhar fair one ? 
Criſp. Sir, you give me hopes ; Tho daſh't with fears. 
But hold, perhaps | have to death offended, 
For ſinming but 1n wiſh: A dawning joy, 
Shines in her Eyes, and revels im ber fmules, 
Which ſeem to tell me, we ſhall both be happy. 
Conft. Would'ſt thou be happy m thy Fathers Love? 
Criſp. Judge me-you Powers, it that be not my thought : 
The utmoſt reach of my extended Soul, : 
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Which knows ao other wiſh, ' but Fauſts's Love-no— 
Cenft. And that's the Love, which you, by =p example 
Muſt learn to hate. 
Criſþ. To hare Sir ! What? 
Conſt. Hate thy Love : 
Or what's all one, to bear the effe& of hate, 
Her execution here before thy Eyes. 
Criſp. My Fauſta's6carh ? 


——— 


Scene draws. Arias, Labienus, Eubolus, with a Bath. 


Conſt. Behold the Poiſon'd Bath. 

Criſp, For me—1 am ready Sir, | Haſte,, Launch my-V<is: . 
You that are deſtin'd here tor my Deſtruction, 

Unrobe me haſte 

Conſt. None touch him, or your lives. 

They may as ſately Launch their Emperor, 
As wound his Son. But Faufta muſt prepare, 
There 1s no other way to reconcile us. 

Criſp. Then hold me Sir, ateverlalting diſtance, 
Calt meagen for ever from your ſight. 
Baniſh me ; Curſe me, as youdid before 
But make not Fauſta*s death the Curled caule, 

To fave this Villains life. This hangman Traitor, 
Nay Coward that can live and. hcar ber threatned! 

Fauſt. My Love, my Lord, Blame nor thy nobls Father, 
Nor Curſe thy felt, for this wasall my ſeeking. 

Criſp. Thy ſeeking. Ha! And ſeekeſt thou my embraces— 
Alter the baſe diſhonor thou haſt done me? 

Hence from my Arm: 

Fauſt. 1 wiil not, I will hold thee 
To my laſt gaſp, and graſp thee after death, ' 
Why puſhme yet agen : Nay, (trike me Cr3/par, 
I will aot leave thy Loſorn. 

Cri/p. St S+> he's going 
By my bl. |: Mothers Soul, - let me come at him——— 

Cei:ft. Arimes, (cc it done. 

All _ ers are va.n ; fome of you, break his bold. 
Criſp. Daimatins and Sylveſter will nor ſure, 
And for the re{t,}et me but fee who darcs. 
Conſt. T hei r E mperor commands 'c——bzjpto farce hy 


I cha ge thee Cri/prr, leave me, i ied! 197 eat is 42 ano21 dotts 4 
: * x þ % 
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And dare not by this willfalaeG. provoke me, ad - 1 
Cr1/p. | have n2 willfulaets ; Bur thele ubbora Tears. ; 
Hear wy lait ſighs. For groans quicechouk wy, words, |. 
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[The GREAT. \ . 09 
My Fauſftd's life : Or 24 my heart before you. | wat | IJ 

Fauſt. Sir, do not hear him, ſnatch yout felfawiygoTonm” Þ 
And leave us here-——P'll huſh him crel die; 11 90113603 8 
And ſend him weeping to you for his Pardbn. 

Conſt, He ſees *tis, vain. And has let go his hold. 
Wihdraw-—yet Brother, we'll obſerve unſeen —— 
I do not like this ſudden ſullennef nid q 25>! , Td 
Fauſta farewel, Ariz dilpaxcch. No more.  Excunt; 


Criſpus, Arius, Fauſta. Execationers. 


Fauſt. Now Cri/pus : Now my Dear, wilt thou forgive me '/ + 
This glorious Conqueſt of . Trnmphing.Love ? | | 
Criſp. No: By my Soul, -and by ty hopes of Heav! ny 
Not at thy parting groan, will I forgive thee. 
But rather Curſe the hour,” when firſt 1 ſaw*thee, IRE 
Curſe our firſt Kiſſes, Marriage and 'Embraees, :. 1 '! 3 5 l © fy 
Unleſs thou joyn me Ha -comeforwurder :: 11 4 oo ond 20th nl 
With Ariz, joyn me, to provide ſome meads,|- 1 124 vil Wo 2h; [S0F 
'ThatlI may bear thee company m Death. 
It this thou'doſt deny me, by the Saints, | 
By all our Loves—l ſwear thounever Lov "Ye" rar 04 77, 
Arins. By Heav'n my Lord I pitty you; atidifonnl—— ,onoc.1 2d; [: 
Fauſt. If Arius ! What > Thou wilt.nor joyri-his madnce? How: <!; 


Criſp. Hark Arivs: By our friendſhip—l conjure thee! - ['Q . 
For | have ſworn I will not cat nor drink : a $8241 GO Aa 
Tho I furvive this hour — 
Arins. | have the means. SJ wth i) on 
Cri p. A Dagg ver; Bleilings on e9—OVe eme | ſay— ! +117] oo) 
Fanſt. Arins, thowarta Villain! | 1 nn 1 £I,07G 24.32% 144% 


Criſp. Il tell my! Father, that 1 fore 'dirfrom thee: ; 
Fauſt. Keep, Keep it from him, or Vil rell the Emperes, y i' > / 
"T'was you that firſt betray'd him to my have 3; | | 


And Marry'd us. lt 94.4.7 bng ln 31d 1411 
Arius. Hold Madam ! Let me bend YOU 5, || {37 0 Yaidoor | 2y{'? 
"Pa Pp. Now Love, [ am tor thce. Un 3 £D'Y x | V9! | 
Feuf#. No! Ill call the Emperor. | TLIC 15: 9v0.1 / 
Oh that damn'd Villain, Traitor, Devil, Arizs. \ 204) 535, ne"! \ 
Help there withour. Criſpus is Murder'd. _ 23M. ual 2.1 YE 
Artns, Nay then "tis timemo fly. _ Canſtam ajamiters 

) Yes Fiend, ro Hell, Fil 6210! ry Th bime patirh bake [7 


Where thou ſhalr m: ake thy Daman'd account. —[n with fe 
Caſt the unblooded Villain in the Bath 
W hich he prepar'd tor others: Phrow hi im in. » \ 1 »- 
Arius. Hold Sir, the Bach's not Poilon'd, | 
I z Conft- 
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Conſt. _ _ 
Arins. paſſion, for your Empreſs, 
Mage me contrive this only way to fave her. 
Coaft. Thou haſt done well. Yet in with him, to try... 
Arius. Hold Sir! And VE confeſs, it us, it is, 
"Tis Porfon'd Pardon. 
Con#t, Down with him, keep him-down 
| Till he be dead. Then give hinmto tus Slaves.om— 


The Bath finks with him. 


O Criſpur—— Why * Why doſt thou Eye me thns 

With ſnatch'd regards? Why dolt thou Eye thy Father ? 

Now looking on thy Dagger, now on F auſta—— 

As if *ewere "ellkdo deny her till? _ 
Criſpms. Deny her? Why Sir? Mean you then to give her? 
Conſt. Or let me ſtand a Cuolſe to atter Ages. 

Ie is the hand of Heay'n, not mane that gives hr : 

The Treaſons of the perjur'd Arins 

So turn my Soul, and quite reduce my reaſon, 


That I will give her thee without a Pang. _ 


Lake her my Son, And wither all che bleflings, 
And all the Love, #»y loaded Boſom bears ; 
The Dewsof Heav*n, and = thy Fathers Tears, 
Criſp. Oh __ 
Fauſt. Exe ; vn! 
Criſp. Faaſfts. 
Foul . Criſpus! Ceſar: 
Criſp. Father ! | 
But ler us proſtrate——s a God, approach him-——— 
Thou glorious I ofthe Deity !- 
What ſhall. we -anfwer ? 
* Conſt. Criſpus! Fauſta---Nothing; 
Nothing bur riſe, and rake me in your Arms. 
Thus brooding o're you with a fruutul Joy , 
I prophecy by my example led ; 
" Such Love and peace, thro? all the World ſhall ſpread,. 
And Roman Arts that Britiſh Ifle adorn, 
Where Helena Deceas'd, and I was Born : 
Winle C thus, to Fauſta's Love, I give: 
 Andbeth forever, in my Boſoro live. | 


FINI1S. 


